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The following Poems are given to the public in 
the hope that they may prove acceptable to those 
who rejoice to listen to the messages which the 
beautiful outward world brings to the spirit of 
man; and to those in whom the consciousness of 
mortality asks a persuasion of immortality equally 
powerful, to sustain and console. The object of 
the volume may perhaps be best indicated by 
referring to Longfellow's well-known idea of im- 
pressing 

" Footprints on the sands of time ;" 

" Footprints that perhaps another, 

Sailing o'er life's solemn main, 
A forlorn and shipwreck' d brother, 

Seeing, may take heart again." 



IV PREFACE. 



If the perusal of these pages shall awaken a few 
elevating or soothing thoughts, the desired end of 
their publication will be fully answered. 

The writer has been kindly permitted to asso- 
ciate with her Poems a few others written by a 
Sister, and by a highly valued Friend ; these are 
distinguished by the initials of their authors. 



(Lonttnts. 



PAGE 

The Death of Siward 1 

Whispers of Hops 1 1 

Ruth 65 

MISCELLANEOUS POEMS— 

Little Anchor Close, or the Power of Lowlt Spots . . 97 

KiRK8TOHB Pass and Vale of Troutbeck 103 

Borrowdale 107 

STANZA8 Ill 

Son© 112 

New-Year's Eve 114 

Thoughts from Foster 118 

Onward 121 

Upward! 123 

Stanzas 125 

Mountains 126 

Mountain Mist 130 

Flowers from B aglet Wood 132 

A Sketch at Sunset 133 

The Health-Seeker 136 

Cowper's Garden 140 

The Breeze 143 

America 146 

Remonstrance with America 150 

Woman's Past, her Present, and her Future 152 

The Consolation of the Bereaved 154 



VI CONTENTS. 

PAGE 

The Martyrs' Song 156 

The Harebell 158 

Home 161 

Twenty-one! 164 

To Clara on her Mother's Knee 166 

To the Cedar 168 

The Arab Chief 169 

Mountain Scenery at Sunset 173 

The Future , 1 74 

The Violet 177 

Sonnets 179—200 

L The Evening Star 201 

Written when standing on the North Hill for the second 

Time 202 

To a departed Friend 204 

Thankfulness 207 

Moonlight 209 

Matter and Mind 211 

The Vine 214 

The Snow-Drift 217 

Light in Darkness 219 

We Live by Death . 222 

The Promises 224 

A New Year's Lyric 228 

Forget-me-not from the Garden of Gethsemane .... 231 

Prayer of the Missionary's Wife 234 

The Pilgrim's Song 237 

Incompleteness 239 

Winter Morning 241 

Affliction 245 

The Sympathy of Jesus 247 

Repose 250 

Hidden Light , 254 

The Departed 256 



THE DEATH OF SIWARD. 



J 



lokdov : 
r. clay, printer, brbad strrrt hill. 



frtfaa 



The following Poems are given to the public in 
the hope that they may prove acceptable to those 
who rejoice to listen to the messages which the 
beautiful outward world brings to the spirit of 
man; and to those in whom the consciousness of 
mortality asks a persuasion of immortality equally 
powerful, to sustain and console. The object of 
the volume may perhaps be best indicated by 
referring to Longfellow's well-known idea of im- 
pressing 

" Footprints on the sands of time ;" 

" Footprints that perhaps another, 

Sailing o'er life's solemn main, 
A forlorn and shipwreck' d brother, 

Seeing, may take heart again." 



2 THE DEATH OF SIWARD. 

" Thus sternly does my spirit rise 
Above dark fear and dread ; 
Once more its wonted fires flash out, 
Ere ye count me with the dead ! 

" I'll meet the foe as warrior ought, 
With bearing firm and proud ; 
And nought but the mail shall my limbs enfold 
'Till ye wrap them in the shroud. 

" Then reach my lance from its resting-place, 
My helmet from the wall, 
And seat me on my loftiest couch 
High in my father's hall. 

"In the clash of swords my joy hath been, 
In the battle's bloodiest strife 
I have caught from the lightning of stirring deeds 
The glow of my stormy life. 

" And ne'er to mortal summoning 
Have I yielded tower or town — 
Shall I yield at once to the shadowy king, 
To his viewless lance bow down ? 
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THE DEATH OP SIWARD. 

* 

" No ! Death may come in his fiercest form, 
I quail not to the end, — 
If the strong pine break beneath the storm, 
No eye shall see it bend ! " 

They placed him high in his trophied hall 

With his burnish'd armour on, 
And the warrior-fire in his deepen'd eye 

With dauntless lustre shone. 

He seem'd to hear the measured step 

Of a banner'd host draw near, 
And the sound of the trumpet's gathering call 

Peal'd loud on his list'ning ear. 

And then to the daring of single fight 

His rigid nerves were strung, 
And with steady aim that spear was couch'd 

Which on many a shield had rung. 

And the serfs stood round, who the headlong might 

Of the conflict oft had shared, 
But they felt that before their Chieftain's soul 

Had never so proudly dared. 



THE DEATH OF SIWARD. 

'Twas a dark array that filTd that hall, 
For stern thoughts mingled there — 

Defiance of the power of Death, 
Awe of Death's challenger. 

Love's fond eye wept not o'er the scene, — 

Long had that form been fled 
On whom alone with kindly light 

His soften'd smile was shed. 

And long within the warrior's heart 

Had waned affection's light; 
But the beam of valour kindled still 

In its fadeless fervour bright : 

Unquench'd by the floods of death it burn'd, 
Undimm'd by the mists of pain; 

And long as the spirit retain'd its place 
Did its changeless glow remain. 

And on through the ardent hours of day 
Was that dauntless posture held, 

Till the vassals deem'd the fearful foe 
By their Chieftain's bearing quell'd. 
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And the minstrel look'd on his silent harp, 

And he felt that a strain of power 
Might yet ring forth from its magic chords, 

For that peerless triumph-hour. 

Proudly he look'd, — but his kindling eye 

Soon turn'd from the harp away, 
For the form of a spectre-hand was seen 

On the voiceless chords to play. 

He knew the sign ! that the race he loved 

Must yield to the spirit-foe, — 
That the flame of old Siward's valiant soul 

But gleam' d with expiring glow ! 

That harp must be waked on the funeral day 

To the dirge's solemn wail; 
Then the minstrel's hand shall be cold for aye, 

And the minstrel's voice shall foil. 

The sun went down, and fervently 

He pour'd his setting rays 
Through the trophied hall, till the warrior's mien 

Was bathed in its gorgeous blaze; 
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But it faded soon from tho skies away, 
And the evening shades fell drear; 

And the hand o'er the harp more slowly moved, 
And Death drew yet more near. 

But yielded not that old man's form, 

Nor quail'd his fiery glance ; 
And the only sign of his ebbing life 

Was the lowering of the lance. 

The hand still keeps its weaken' d grasp, 
Though earthward droops the spear; 

Lower, yet lower — the spirit hath pass'd — 
'Tis Death hath triumph'd here ! 

And seem'd it brave, old Chief of fame, 

E v'n thus to face that foe ; 
With constant bearing thus to wait, 

And scorn his fetal blow? 

A truer valour oft hath met, 

Unarm'd and lone, his pow'r, 
And weaker frames have borne unmoved 

The weight of the trial-hour. 
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For woman in her gentleness, — 

Creature of fragile form, 
A reed bent by the passing breeze, 

A flower that fears the storm, — 

Hath waited Death's severest stroke 

Unshrinking, undismay'd; 
Though his chill breath froze upon her cheek, 

And his voice harsh greeting made; 

Though his fearful coming was heralded 

By the mockery of the throng; 
Though beam'd no glance of strengthening love 

That eager crowd among ; 

Though the softest couch where her limbs might rest 

Was the martyr's burning bed; 
Though the only light that gleam'd around 

By the blasting flame was shed. 

A higher, holier fortitude 

Ffll'd her enduring heart, 
Than steel'd thy soul, veteran Chief! 

To brave Death's coming dart. 




8 THE DEATH OF SIWABD. 

It was the Past that gave thee strength 

To meet the final strife; 
Thou wouldst not that a coward death 

Should shame thy glorious life : 

But in her the spell of the Future wrought 

A courage yet more high; 
For the deathless shores, and the tearless homes, 

And the heavenly founts were nigh : 

On the borders of that blessed land 

Already the spirit hung, 
And a calm as from its changeless life 

O'er the heart's quick throbs was flung. 

And the fiercest pang might not prevail 

Against the absorbing might 
Of the faith which seized, with a victor's grasp, 

Its heritage of light. 

And the Pierced Hand beckon'd through the gloom, 

And the cheering sign was known, 
That He who had borne the cross for man, 

Prepared the eternal throne. 
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He had conquer'd the foe, and made his power 

A thing no more to dread, 
For the darksome mystery of pain 

To a home of glory led. 

And nearer the regions of life became, 

With each convulsive breath; — 
Well might the unconquer'd spirit sing, 

" Where is thy victory, Death!" 
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WHISPERS OF HOPE. 



ARGUMENT. 



[The following Poem relates to those two distinct topics of Hope which 
answer to the two principal causes of mental depression. The hope of an 
immortal and blessed state after the present life, meets the despondency 
occasioned by personal trial ; — the prospect of a better and happier condition 
of the world in future ages, that which arises on regarding the vice and 
misery which prevail around. The former topic is first taken op.] 

CANTO L 

Annihilation, were it possible, unsatisfactory — Prospect of bliss — On what 
grounded— By whom already enjoyed — Re-union, to continue for ever, Death 
being conquered — Characteristics of the Future State— Apostrophe to the 
Saviour — Characteristics continued : fulness of intellectual communion, and 
of knowledge, as contrasted with their present scantiness— Perception of 
beauty — Types of a higher state — Its certainty — The glory of it consists in 
the presence of the Saviour, symbolised by Light — Peace — Address t» 
Christians in poverty— The details of the Future State yet unrevealed — 
Its eternity — Its bliss shared by the body exalted above " the trepidations 
of mortality" — Encouragement in these prospects — Glory of the coining 
change. 

CANTO n. 

Impossibility of exploring the extent to which the influence of the 
Atonement may reach— Repose for thought in the prospect of a happier 
state of the earth — Present workings of the Curse — Its days numbered — 
Spiritual influence to prevail — Obscurity of the events which will usher in the 
period of happiness — The Creating Word to be likewise the Restorer— Traces 
of war and cruelty to be obliterated — Consolatory effect of meditation on the 
brighter scenes of the future— Promises and types ensure them to us — 
Fertility and universal praise — Success of Missionary effort — Oppressed 
nations to be raised— Restoration of the Jews, and universal diffusion of 
Christianity — Will they be accompanied by visible manifestations of God's 
presence, as they will by deeper consciousness of it? — Apostrophe to the 
Mountains and to Earth — Happy course .of human life at that period — 
Why not now in some degree enjoyed ? — Preparation going on at present for 
the universal service of the Incarnate Redeemer— Blissful and harmonizing 
effect of that service — Passing on of the generations in holiness — The final 
revolt — Earth's destruction by fire, and extinction of sin in the universe — 
Conclusion. 

[It is scarcely necessary to add that the features of both delineations are 
taken from the Scriptures, being, in fact, the scattered foreshadowings of 
Holy Writ brought into connexion.] 
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Canto I. 



" The day is a' fair 
T the land o' the leal."— Burns. 



I. 

" FoA this is not our rest !" Oh, words of truth ! 
Each passing day confirms the sacred page ; 
We see it in the eager glance of youth, 
We hear it in the sigh of feeble age. 
Were this rude earth our only heritage, 
Chain'd to its rock whence could we hope release 
From vulture-cares and griefs wild tempest rage? 
Can thought of life extinguish'd bring us peace? 
Sure it could not be rest to feel existence cease ! 
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II. 

4 



We do not call it rest, when hush'd at last 
The hurricane's unnatural force is spent, 
And the fell demon of the exhausted blast, 
Grim Desolation, points the path it went 
By towers overthrown, eternal forests bent, 
Or from the soil uprooted ruthlessly ; 
Oh, while to such dread scenes the eye is lent, 
The wide-spread ruin which we cannot flee 
Is heavier, gloomier far than thought of toil could \x 



in. 

He does not rest, who, with his buried fears, 
His dearest hopes, too, sees annihilate, 
And woe-fraught changes, which have chill'd his tears, 
A dreary vacuum in the soul create ; — 
Oh for some feeling, be it brooding hate 
Or stormy rage, to fill the wretched void ! 
Oh but to feel the frozen heart dilate, 
Were 't but with woe ! Who once has life enjoy 'd 
Shrinks from each vision vague that pictures life 
destroy'd. 
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IV. 

Nor shall it be destroy'd ! Our weary sighing 
For calm and full repose shall yet be hush'd. — 
'Neath yon dark stone, where low thy loved are lying, 
Deem not, O Mourner, all thy hopes are crush'd, 
Their life's free streamlet hath but gladly rush'd 
To find a course more smooth. Ah, think while here 
Close by thy path the soothing waters gush'd, 
How were they shadow'd o'er by pain and fear; 
And wilt thou grieve that now the bright wave sparkles 
clear] 

v. 

The thousand airy and fantastic dreams 
Of joy untroubled, which have floated still 
Before man's mental eye — though error's gleams 
Delusive with false hues the scene may fill, 
Till fancies, not of heaven, the spirit thrill — 
Are based on truth ; and well the Christian knows 
A sinless home of love, untouch'd by ill, 
Awaits the seeker : as he onward goes, 
Dear and more dear each hour the thought of glory 
grows. 



1G WHISPERS OF HOPE. 

VI. 

No dim uncertain hope invites us on — 
Our steps are guided by a shining light; 
We go where He, the Holy One, is gone, 
And track His steps, confiding in His might 
For us that kingdom in victorious fight, 
His love, through bitter agony, hath won ; 
He keeps for us that region through the flight 
Of earthly years, and when Time's course is done 
How shall His deathless praise through lengthening 
ages run ! 

VII. 

Ev'n now the strain is rising. As we tread 
The desert wilds, we strive a song to pour, 
And He accepts, although so feebly sped, 
Our gratitude. Meanwhile His throne before 
The blessed ones rejoice ; and evermore 
New pilgrim-bands arrive to join the praise, 
Each in the memory of some sorrow o'er 
Finds the low octave whence his song to raise, 
And through the listening heaven harmonious music 
strays. 
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VIII. 



Sweet prelude of the eternal anthem's swell ! 
It floats not earthward to our anxious ear, 
Yet are there moments when its power can quell, 
By thought alone, the phantoms of our fear ; 
We know that holy beings— once how dear, 
How deeply dearer now ! — amid the throng 
Are breathing tones of rapture richly clear, 
And since our faithful hearts to theirs belong, 
Unhearing, yet we share the gladness of their song : 



IX. 

Blest in their glory — as the darksome wave 
Catches the splendour of the sunlit one — 
Awhile, all griefs forgotten, we can brave 
The shadowing ills of life, and hope is won ; 
That spirit-union, on the earth begun, 
Waits but our dying hour, in purer air 
To be refined, consummated, — that none 
Who blend while here in holiest love and prayer 
Can e'er forget to blend in love and praises there. 

c 
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X. 



Forget ! — then only shall we truly know 
Affection's bliss — her wounds for ever heaTd — 
Then only shall the glory round her brow, 
Her birthright's holy radiance, shine reveal'd — 
Now by the shadow of the pall conceal' d. 
Love is a trembling happiness, where life 
To the next bitter eastern blast may yield ! 
Oh, Love is agony, when pain is rife, 
And the sole prayer breathed forth is prayer to end 
the strife.. 



XI. 

But never more from that rich world of joy 
With sad farewells our riven souls must go; 
Disease shall never life's young bloom destroy,'* 
Nor bright eyes fade in dimness as below ; 
Never, oh never more the tear shall flow 
For fair flowers faded by our desert way, 
For stars whose guiding lamps have ceased to glow. — 
Death, narrow tyrant of this feeble clay, 
Thine own destruction last shall close thy cruel sway ! 
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XIL 



For to thy cavern-empire One went down 
Making the dark domain His own, and there 
His kingly title graved. Thy shadowy crown 
But at His will subservient canst thou wear. 
The dust o'er which thou reign'st is still His care, 
And through thy deepest vault His light is shed ; 
No rule in His new empire shalt thou bear, 
Thine every type and semblance shall have fled, 
And symbols of rich life be all around us spread. 



XIII. 

Yea, there shall live the freshness of the morn 
Through all the glory of the growing day, 
The crystal drops that gem the early thorn 
Shall laugh as brightly in the noontide ray, 
And gladness gush in every breathing lay; 
And there shall well pure founts of happiness 
To water bowers that cannot fade away, 
And quench the cares which here our being press 
Till sinks the soul with sense of utter weariness. 



20 WHISPERS OF HOPE. 

XIV* 

Shall Memory then be hush'd, and is the stream 
Of heathen Lethe not an empty tale? 
— Does not the flower's warm hue more brightly glea 
When showers have fallen ? On the balmy gale, 
When evening's shadows lengthen o'er the vale, 
The night-bird pours sweet music, which we say 
Is gay, or sad, as joy or grief prevails 
In our own heart, — thus mild shall be the sway 
Of parted woes when all our tears are wiped away. 



xv. 

The breeze that bears the breath of living flowers, 
The heavenly breeze that floats in silence by, 
Bringing back dim remembrance of the hours 
When zephyrs wander'd but to waft the sigh, 
And flowers glow'd faintly to the tearful eye, 
Shall bear assurance to the conscious soul 
That now its changed existence is too high, 
Too pure, too blest, for sorrow to control, 
Too far above the cloud to hear its thunders roll. 
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XYI. 

Thus out of present darkness light shall shine, 
Thus out of present sorrow joy shall rise, 
Oh! trust we then the guardian Hand Divine, 
Nor marvel if our God, supremely wise, 
Choose a rough path to lead us to the skies — 
The path His Well-Beloved hath trodden first : 
Is it not bliss, when tears suffuse our eyes, 
To know that He shall wipe them 1 — when we thirst, 
To know the Lamb shall lead where living fountains 
burst] 

XVIL 

Oh, wondrous love of Thine, beyond all thought ! 
Thou, throned in Thy glory, Thou whose will 
Sways all existence, through our being, fraught 
With the deep curse of sin-created ill, 
Wilt pour Thine own rich blessedness, and still 
Each pulse of anguish I As our nature's woe 
Did once, sinless suffering Saviour ! fill 
Thy soul, ev'n thus Thy nature's bliss shall flow 
Through souls Thou didst redeem by grief endured 
below ! 
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xvm. 

And was it only thus, Almighty Word, 
That former things could pass, and all things new 
For us be made? Thy love the depth has stirr'd 
Of Thine own Godhead. But Thy mercy's hue 
Shines forth too dazzling for our feeble view, 
And, but that Thou art Wisdom, we should deem 
Our bliss not worth Thy woe. And yet, True 
And Faithful Witness, doth Thy promise beam, 
A steadfast star of hope, on thought's bewilder'd stream ! 



XIX. 

And since the darker evil of our sin, 

— Detested burden ! — Thou in love couldst take, 

For us the dower of holiness to win, 

What doubts of conscience born our souls should 

shake? 
The holy are the blest, and light must break 
In beauty manifold, when each pure heart, 
Thy purity reflecting, shall awake 
In each an answering radiance, and impart 
Ever new tints to joy, ever new splendours dart. 
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XX. 



Here the high communings of kindred souls, 
Their richest flow of love, are ail too short ; 
An aching sense of transient bliss controls 
In its glad course the mingling stream of thought, 
And the dull'd mind, by sad experience taught, 
Knows that the blessedness may not be long, — 
Knows that the hour with such pure pleasure fraught 
Is as the passing rapture of a song, 
Which doth but melt in air as pour the strains along. 



XXI. 

But there, oh ! never more the Future's form 
Shall, spectre-like, disturb the present hour ; 
The joyful sympathies our souls that warm 
Shall boast through endless years as full a power. 
Not as the ivf round the mouldering tower 
Twines, to conceal the ruin Time hath made, 
Shall our hearts clasp our fellows; as the flower 
Brightens the greenness of noon's welcome shade, 
Our hearts shall gladden those who are already glad. 



24 WHISPERS OF HOPE. 

XXII. 

And full, and deep, as here our anxious heart 
So fondly longs, shall that communion be, 
Nor ahall the tongue strive vainly to impart 
What the soul nurses in her secresy; 
The unveil'd eye shall Thought's pure current see, 
Where it doth deeply wind its crystal way, 
And without speech the soul find utterance free, 
Through mutual hearts the ready meaning stray, 
As do the yielding waves the oar's free sweep obey. 



XXIII. 

Amid the darkness of earth's wildering night, 
When phantoms seem to float on every wind, 
Oft have we felt the strange oppressive might 
Of heavy thought upon the burden'd mind; 
And we have known its forms of wonder bind 
The breathless heart, wildly astonished, 
Nor their dim doubtful import could we find, 
But mourn'd the glimmering light which Reason shed, 
Too weak to show us where their high revealings led. 
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XXIV. 

The very air is rife with silent thought. 
Morn's freshness, Noontide's j>ause, and Evening's fall, 
Upon the spirit wield a magic, fraught 
With power we comprehend not; — haply small 
Its influence when the busy moments call 
To action, but when life is listening, strong — 
The Summer's breath, soft Spring's, and Autumn's, all 
Bring us vague feelings in mysterious throng, 
As moves the exile's heart his own loved household song. 



xxv. 

There in unchanging brightness to our gaze 
Those glimpses of eternal Truth shall shine. 
Nor glimpses only, — in the undimm'd blaze, 
The full effulgence of that light divine, 
The knowledge high for which our spirits pine, 
The secrets of our deep mysterious being, 
No more half seen, but fully, shall combine 
To fill our swelling soul, — all shadows fleeing, 
Truth's wandering rays shine forth in one grand orb 
agreeing. 
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XXVI. 

And there the archetypes of all fair forms 
That urge the Painter's conscious hand along 
Shall dwell, for all the works his art performs 
Do in perfection to that world belong ; 
There all the rich creations of bright song 
Shall find their home, and each deep thought conceal'* 
Or feebly shadow'd these dark scenes among, 
There, the full fount of loveliness unseal'd, 
Shall stand, how wondrously ! in glory all reveal'd. 



XXVII. 

Imagination makes the beautiful, — 
She sheds around a vividness of glow 
Which Nature cannot give; o'er scenes most dull 
A veil of golden brightness does she throw, 
Does on fair forms a fairer grace bestow. 
She gives a soul to matter, — when we view 
The mighty ocean in its distant flow 
With sky and mountains take one mingling hue, 
Wild fancies throng the space of that mysterious blue 
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XXVHI. 



'Tis the deep sense of spiritual life, 
The consciousness of our soul's winged power, 
That makes all being to our thought seem rife 
With kindred motion, bids ev'n leaf and flower 
Share our own blissful being. If the dower 
In this mean state shed on us be so high, 
What might will fill our spirits in that hour 
When, niirror'd thus, in all around, our eye 
Shall see, not Life alone, but Immortality ! 



XXIX. 

Meanwhile 'mid types of future bliss we roam. — 
Doth not the glory of the western sky 
Speak to our spirits of a brighter home, 
When its unclouded plains of light do lie 
Bathed in a flood of boundless brilliancy, 
Or golden isles in multitude are there, 
Leading enraptured on the gazer's eye, 
The gazer's hope, to realms more richly fair, 
To realms of full delight in heaven's untroubled air? 



28 WHISPERS OF HOPE. 

XXX. 

And when her softer light the clear moon pours 
In streams of beauty through the leafy bowers, 
New grace to each familiar scene restores, 
And gives a deeper life to silent hours, 
As the calm lustre lights on half-closed flowers, 
Or gleams on waters of smooth lake or bay, 
Do we not feel a hidden life is ours, 
That we shall share the glory of a day 
To which each dubious light points the mysterious way? 



XXXI. 

Yes, Beauty is the minister of Hope ! 0) 
The many-tinted mists that float or dwell 
Amid the mountain-hollows — giving scope 
For watchful love to trace each gentle swell, 
Each rampart of the vale-protecting fell — 
Tell of a blissful safety, of repose 
Within the Arms Divine, and oft may quell 
The anguish which the orphan'd spirit knows 
When heavenly truth is hid by crowd of earthly woes. 
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XXXII. 

No scene but hath a message to the soul, 
Were the soul quick to read it. Groves which bend 
Beneath the overmastering storm-wind's rude control, 
And gather strength from conflict ; showers which send 
Life through the thirsting fields, and fragrance lend 
Ev'n to the barren wild; and streams which yield 
Rejoicing music while their course they wend 
Through rugged channels on from founts conceal'd; — 
By each some lore is taught, some truth in type reveaTd, 



xxxm. 

Thou who hast crown'd this world with living glory, 
Lighted the waves of every wandering stream, 
And on the far-off mountain-summit hoary 
Flung the soft beauty of the summer beam, 
Bade the rich sunset with bright vistas gleam, 
And day's round orb ascend 'midst flood of fire, — 
Of brighter worlds Thou wilt fulfil our dream, 
For with higher scenes Thou dost our thoughts inspire, 
And Thou wilt give the boon who giv'st the strong 
desire ! 
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XXXIV. 



The time will come, each moment brings it nearer! 
And though we linger, weary and distrest, 
Sighing for joy more bright, and knowledge clearer, 
By fear still harass'd and by grief opprest, 
Yet there remains to us a glorious rest, 
Beaming with His bright presence, who will fill 
Our souls with love ; and in His glory blest,* 
Eternal rapture shall our spirits thrill, 
And each ecstatic hour our brightest hopes fulfil — 



XXXV. 

— Nay, far, immeasurably far, surpass — 
Too faintly here our fleeting visions tell, 
As rough inconstant waves heaven's orb may glass, 
The splendours of that Presence ; yet 'tis well 
Faith should have gleams to cheer her : but the swell 
Of joy which fills the longing heart that goes 
With Thee, Saviour! evermore to dwell — 
Though thought, when kindled most, may not dis- 
close — 
The dark privation here by force of contrast shows. 
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XXXVI. 



Fit emblem of our state of dreary pain, 
Fit sign of solitude art thou, Night ! 
And in the o'ershadowing silence of thy reign 
Vainly our souls look upward for the light ; 
Yet though thy wings are spread, 'tis but for flight, 
And day, immortal day, shall soon arise ; 
Thy ruffled pinion quails before its might, 
Its kindling dawn already paints the skies, 
And soon the eternal sun shall burst upon our eyes. 



XXXVII. 

The sun — but no! his orb no more shall hold 
The sacred stream of light imprisoned, its flow 
Shall never more be sullied or controll'd 
By aught that fetters its full torrent now. 
The Lord our God shall ceaseless glory throw 
On all around, unchecked, undimm'd, and free, 
For He shall be our light, and in the glow 
Of perfect love and trust immortal, we, 
From doubt and darkness freed, light in His light 
shall see. 
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XXXVIII. 



No winged tempest ever shall o'ersweep 
Those regions of repose, — no storm's rude breath 
Wake the deep-bosom'd miseries that sleep 
— Too soon aroused — man's weary heart beneath ; 
All that the summer wind's low whisper saith 
Of deep consoling joy and changeless love, 
Of immortality o'ermastering death, 
Of rapture rising sorrow's might above, 
Through the full heart shall pour as the blest breezes 
move. 



xxxix. 

Children of poverty and dark distress, 
Who can call nought your own save the free air, 
On whom hard want and cruel misery press, 
Yet with strong patience all your burdens bear ; 
A bright inheritance awaits you there, 
And undecaying mansions; fix your trust 
On Him who will prepare them ; let your prayer, 
Your hope, your love, raised from this earthly dust, 
Ascend in faith to Him, the Holy, True, and Just! 
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XL. 



But never yet by mortal ear were heard 
That far world's notes of holy harmony; 
Imagination's wing hath never stirr'd 
Amid the calm air of that distant sky ; 
How are those splendours veil'd from mortal eye, 
Those glories unreveaTd! nor are we told 
What change shall fit our spirits to descry 
Its marvels. Still this steadfast hope we hold, 
We shall be like our God whom we unveil'd behold. 



XLI. 

Would the dark moments of our life were past ! 
Would that the weary flight of Time were o'er, 
That pain's deep anguish and rude sorrow's blast 
Might bear us quicker to the sunny shore 
Where the winds howl not, nor the thunders roar ! 
Yet patience ! though our dreary days pass slow, 
That full Eternity will miss no more 
The little period of our mortal woe, 
Than starry heavens regret the worm's extinguish'd 
glow. 
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XLy. 



Our steps are hastening to that happy goal 
By speedy stages of required decay; 
Wing'd by inspiring Hope, our eager floul 
Outstrips the body in its heavenward way, 
As the young light doth haste to bring us day 
Ere the delaying sun the sky can climb : 
Thus shall the spirit leave the weary clay, 
Till it may share the home of bliss sublime, 
And, raised in power, assert its victory over Time. 



XLIII. 

Blest hour of glory, Resurrection morn ! 
Certain as bright thy rise, though thought may ne'er 
Picture the splendour of the newly-born, 
The twice-created being. Strangely fair 
Ev'n now, the grace the human oft doth wear, 
Faintly, perchance, foreshadowing, we may deem, 
On living face, or slumbering brow, whence care 
And pain with life have fled, the heavenly beam 
Which on the risen ones, to fade no more, shall gleam. 



WHISPERS OF HOPE. 35 



XLIV. 



For, Saviour, like Thy form of light divine, 
Then wilt Thou raise each lowly frame of ours; 
Thenceforth our life be calm and blest as Thine, 
Pure all our passions, perfect all our powers; 
Sorrow and sighing, like the sun-chased showers 
In archdd rainbows vanishing, shall flee ; 
Unlike our present trust, the rock-built towers 
In which our spirits rest shall never be 
Wash'd by assaulting waves. — There shall be no more 
Sea. 



XLV. 

Since the glad time when sacred dust shall rise 
Draweth, how rapidly we know not, nigh, 
Well may we store, while earthly joyance dies, 
Treasures of hope in that unchanging sky 
Where rust corrupts not, no rude hand comes nigh 
To pluck the pleasures nearest to our heart, 
And let Faith's pinions, ever plumed to fly, 
Disdain the coming of Death's feeble dart, 
Which hath no strength to kill, but only power to part. 
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SLVI. 

Bright is the change that waits us. Not the flower 
Opening with mystic beauty to our view, 
Bathed in the freshness of the morning hour, 
So much excels the dying seed we threw 
In the cold earth, as Life's immortal hue 
Shall shame the gloomy Present. Hail, all hail, 
Glad consummation ! Spring of promise true ! 
Soon shall our wintry bonds of being fail, 
And o'er mortality eternal life prevail ! 



\ispn fff Jap*. 



Canto II. 



" The Bridal of the Earth and Sky."— Herbert. 



I. 

And is the Future bright for Man alone, 
For Man, redeem'd from his mortality? 
Through Eevelation breathes there not a tone 
Of fuller, wider import? May not he 
At once possessor and spectator be 
Of measureless renewal? and the woe 
Which Love endured his fetterd soul to free, 
On other worlds as rich a gift bestow, — 
To endless years its power through all creation flow? 






The beings that have dwelt within the light 
Of purity unmingled, may behold 
Ev'n on their day a dawn of day more bright, 
An ampler blessedness their life enfold; 
And if our earth have cast its shadow cold 
On kindred orbs, wiihlwlding from their view 
The light reflected there by earth of old, 
Well may tho ancient glory shine anew, 
When Earth gives back Heaven's rays with Truth'i 
unchanging hue. 



Creator! since the wonders of Thy hand 
Seem, infinite, and may not know a bound, 
Save what Thy will imposed; since all things stand 
Long as Thy might with vigour girds them round 
Shall we, who dare not gauge Thy power, to sound 
Thy depths of love presume! or rashly say 
Thy suffering yields an influence less profound) 
If through our hearts it find triumphant way, 
Not ours to point a sphere that influence may not sway 
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IV. 



And if the mystery of sin doth lie, 
Fearful and fathomless, before our gaze, 
Another mystery, as deep, is nigh — 
The mystery of Thy sorrow ! With amaze 
Angels, whose sight is strong to bear the blaze 
Of Love in Heaven, turn hopelessly aside, 
UnskilTd to penetrate this wondrous phase 
Of Love, Thy woe involving; they have tried 
From age to age, and fail'd, — this sole desire denied. 



v. 

flow vainly, then, our buoyant hope would spread 
Impulsive wing, through all the realms to soar 
Where the rich gifts Thy death has won are shed ! 
She might not ev'n successfully explore 
The bliss of human spirits on that shore 
— Or far or near — where sinless they abide : 
Weary and foil'd she tries that air no more, 
But nestles down amid the flowers to hide, 
Which — Earth's rude thorns uptorn — shall spring on 
every side. 
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VI. 



For in the New Creation's loveliness 
Thou wilt this planetary frame should share ,' 
The paths that now our toilsome footsteps press, 
As touched by Angels' feet, shall verdure wear; 
The spots that now look sorrowfully fair, 
Seen through the tear-drop quiv'ring ere it fall, 
Beauty that gleams and gladdens then shall bear; 
Winds, waves, that now with mournful memories call 
Shall lose their tones of wail, and rapture breathe 
through all. 



VII. 

The Curse that rests upon the beauteous earth, 
Giving her glorious scenes an air of gloom, 
And pouring through her lightsome songs of mirth 
The hollowness of echoes from the tomb, 
Casting a death-hue o'er the flower's bright bloom, 
And making beauty but the veil of woe, 
Works in the human heart the darkest doom, 
Wasting with strife of many a passion-foe 
The young soul's happy light, the spirit's early glow. 
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VIII. 

Nay — in the fulness of that glow of love, 
While yet 'tis beaming with unsullied ray, 
Writing dark characters — strange spells to move 
Black hate in hearts where kindness erst did play, 
Envy in eyes where fondness only lay ,* 
And when the struggling soul would spread her wings, 
As the young eagle seeks the source of day, 
Vainly the heaven-born intellect upsprings, — 
That fell corse fetters it to earth's unworthy things. 



IX. 

But its black sway shall cease, its might shall fail — 
As fails all tyranny. — That very hour 
When seem'd it o'er the Mightiest to prevail, 
And dared above the Holiest to tower, — 
Then were its moments number'd, and its power 
Declared a thing to vanish ; then the sound 
Of doom went forth. The thunder-cloud may ldur 
Long ere the storm.-*— It trembles to the ground,— ■ 
Soon shall its empire fall, its throne no more be found. 



Freed from that thraldom, Earth shall re-assume 
Her Eden -robes of beauty, while her song 
Rises breeze-bome to Heaven, and pure perfume 
In wreaths of holiest in (MUM) floats along. 
Our race shall stand in conscious spirit strong 
Of energy the Eternal Hills to climb; 
And man no longer work or suffer wrong, 
But in the glory of his being's prime 
The full perfection prove of soul and form sublime. 



Beauty of holiness upon our race ! 

Whence, whence such marvel! What the might c 

Abounding evil, and the powers displace 
Which rule, and desolate with warfare fell! 
Spirit Divine I Thy words of truth foretel 
How Thy blest dews, from highest Heaven doscendinj 
O'er the wide world shall falL and richly dwell 
On hearts renew'd, soft hues celestial lending 
As Morning's golden mists the Sky and Earth are 
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XII. 

But the deep wonders of that coming time 
Silent we ponder, for the Sacred Page 
Half veils and half discloses scenes sublime 
Beyond the dim conception of our age ; 
The conflict dire the evil hosts shall wage 
Against the sons of God, defeat more dire 
When all Heaven's armies shall those hosts engage, 
Following the Almighty Word, till by His ire 
Forced from their latest hold, the opposing troops 
retire. 



xra. 

And that First Rising, when the tombs that keep 
Treasures of holy dust, their charge shall yield, 
And clothed in glory from mysterious sleep 
Bodies immortal wake ! Of old, unseal'd 
By death of Him who endless life reveal'd, 
Did graves give up their dead ; His victor-call 
O'er wider regions now its power shall wield. 
Oh blest who hear it I sin shall ne'er enthral 
Their rescued being more, nor second death befal: 
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But sharing in the triumphs of their King, 
Thronging His regal home in numhera vast, 
How will transmuting might of memory bring 
Access of joy from every sorrow past ! 
How raptui'i.iuslv their glance of love be cast 
Over a world whence demon-hate hath flown, 
A world where never Persecution's blast 
Breathes desolation, where each varying tone 
Makes richer harmony, and discord is not known. 



For He, the Word, who from old Chaos first 
This joyful earth into young being spoke, 
And with a parent's smile boheld it erst 
Eeflect His glories, — now, the mirror broke 
By sin and sorrow's oft rcpoated stroke, 
The same Almighty Word shall then restore, 
Making Earth new again, and thus revoke 
The expiated curse, and gladness pour 
Into each channel deep where Borrow flow'd before. 



WHISPERS OF HOPE. 45 



£VI. 



•Shall not the Stars of Morning — those who sang 
The birth-song of our planet — take again, 
In sympathy of joy, the harps which rang 
To their full voices through the echoing fane 
Of the wide universe ? A higher strain 
In earth's reviving hour the chords shall sway, 
And the sweet echoes of the azure plain, 
Fraught deeply with the spirit of the lay, 
Shall breathe its lingerings out through many an after 
day. 

XVII. 

Earth shall not wear the footmarks of dark guilt ; 
Where gleam'd the grim assassin's treacherous steel 
No trace shall linger ; and where, basely spilt 
By men too proud their murders to conceal, 
Too cold to know that human flesh could feel, 
The blood of nations flow'd, — where burst the flame 
Of Hell's own lightning, roar'd Hell's thunder-peal, 
Shall rest nor mark nor trophy to proclaim 
That there the Conqueror gained his blood-dyed wreath 
of fame. 



WHISPERS OF EOl'E. 



The lowly creatures, who, our raarr'd earth sharing, 
And breathing our sin-tainted atmosphere, 
Its misery have inhaled, and hopeless, bearing 
The cruelty of man, in abject fear 
Have crouch'd, shall then with loving looks revere 
His guardian form, and in his smile shall see 
How all God's works to God-taught hearts are dear. 
Thus raised, Man, by fellowship with thee, 
May powers we dream not now bo nurtured won&rously. 



weeping ones ! o'er whom the breath of grief 
A heavy shade hath cast, who look in vain 
Your dim horizon round, for some relief, 
Some gleam from cloud-rift on the darken'd plain, 
Faitb be your aid a higher stand to gain, 
An eminence commanding, whence your sight, 
O'er-sweepiug those low mists of personal pain, 
Shall revel in the Heaven -re fleeted light 
Which on Time's distant wave is glowing strangely 
bright ;— 
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XX. 



Till in the bliss of multitudes ye lose 
All sense of sorrow, sunning weary thought 
In other's weal. What spirit would not choose 
Such solace ! and the page of Truth is fraught 
With promise of that future, dimly taught — 
By vague remembrances of Eden lost — 
In Pagan lore, or by feint gleamings caught 
From prophecy, but ever wildly crost 
By darkening, blinding spray, from waves of Error tost 



XXI. 

Oh ! happy for us, that amid the strife, 
The anguish manifold, that hourly spring 
From seed sin-cast upon our field of life, 
Hope from afar her thoughts of peace can bring,— 
That centuries of glory, lengthening 
In boundless vista < 2 ) onward, o'er the woes 
Of ages past a softening light can fling, 
And comfort fill the yearning heart that knows 
Worn Earth shall yet enjoy long Sabbath of repose. 



WHIBFEBS or HOPE. 



The glad descent of every summer show'r, 
The silent Billing of the evening dews, 
Yea) the wild Bnow-stonn of the wintry hour, 
Fresh strength of hope within our souls infuse ; 
Each token doth the page of promise use 
For sign Thy Word of Life, not sent in vain 
Fertility unfailing shall diffuse 
O'er all the moral waste. And we may gain 
Faith from each verdant mead and every harvest pla 



The wilderness and solitary place, 
Now drear with desolation of the Past, 
With elemental strife, or darker trace 
Of tower and temple into ruin cast, 
Shall echo then through all their regions vast 
With songa of gladness and responsive praise ; 
For every moaning of the desert blast 
High anthems shall the ransom'd spirits raise, — 
Thy love, Crucified! the key-note of their lays. 
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XXIV. 

The vigour which that deep abiding joy 

Through human frames — scarce mortal then — shall 

send, 
As erst in Eden may its force employ 
The willing earth's spontaneous fruits to tend ; 
The typic rose with brighter dews shall bend, 
With purer lustre shall the lily shine, 
The myrtle bough a sweeter perfume lend, 
And richer foliage clothe the solemn pine, 
When praise from every tongue shall fill this earth of 

Thine. 

xxv. 
For Thy blest name, no more a whisper'd sound, 
Breathed faint, and heard through realms how small 

and few ! 
Shall then reverberate earth's shores around. 
Where Upas-groves of idol-worship grew, 
Hiding Heaven's light from man's bewilder'd view, 
Then the fair Tree of Life alone shall bloom. 
Sad nations, hopeless of the future, who 
Have sat within the shadow of the tomb, 
Shall see a wondrous light arise to chase the gloom. 

E 
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XXVI. 



Strong in your weakness, faithful hearts ! who toil, 
Self-exiled from your homes of childhood dear, 
To plant the healing Tree on savage soil, 
In weariness ye labour, oft in fear 
When foes, unweeting of your love, are near; 
Not vain that toil, although your lives like sighs 
Breathe quickly out, — your work shall yet appear, 
And ye shall gaze, with " strong, immortal eyes," 
On holy, happy scenes that 'mid the wilds shall rise. 



XXVII. 

And races deem'd as outcasts, who so long 
Helplessly, hopelessly, the weight have borne, 
By brother-hands imposed, of cruel wrong, 
Shall cast aside the sackcloth garment torn, 
For the rich garb of praise, and cease to mourn. 
And 'mid the ransom'd hosts no song more sweet 
Shall sound, no robe more gracefully be worn, 
Where melody and beauty richly meet, 
Than Afric's sons shall wear, and Afric's lips repeat. 
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XXVIII. 

But first the people of the kingly brow, 
Thy nation, Jehovah ! first must stand, — 
How glorious once, though peel'd and scatter'd now; 
How doubly glorious when the Almighty Hand, 
That smote the waves of old, from every land 
Back to their ancient homes His tribes shall bring, 
More multitudinous than desert sand, 
Or than the star-dust nightly glittering, 
And hearts from truth long veil'd adoring own their 
King. 



XXIX. 



Life from the dead that change ! oh wearily 
The centuries have pass'd, and hearts how few 
To the mild sway of Love have bow'd, and thee, 
O loving Victor ! served with worship true, 
To whom all life's devotedness was due. 
Then shalt Thou reign indeed ! Thy glory shine 
Upon Thy chosen land, her fame renew, 
Till watching nations own the wondrous sign, 
Bow to the Prince of Peace, and feel His power divine. 
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Bright ivas the Pillar through tho wilds that wc 
Still guidiug onward ; the refulgence bright 
That from between the bending cherubs sent 
Its mystic beam ; and wondrous was the light 
Concentred in that cloud which o'er the height 
Of Tabor rested : each the presence telling 
Of Him whose Being, veil'd from human sight. 
la clad with glory human thought excelling, 
Tet by remotest rays at times man's night dispelling. 



Will He no more that glory manifest 
To outward sense 1 will founts of light no more 
Stream over '! ne'er again strange splendours rest 
Upon this fair creation, as of yore 1 
Or does the Future brighter visions store 
Which these but typified I— Enough to know, 
Howe'er He wills His power supreme can pour 
Informing, hallowing radiance, — hy the glow 
Of 3 r on material sun, or thought's unaided flow. 
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xxxn. 

Ev'n now the dwelling-place of Him who fills 
His universe with His own majesty, 
Is in the lowly heart ; His presence stills 
The tremblings of the contrite ; then shall be 
Each heart His temple-home, and consciously 
That heart shall know His presence; Faith shall ne'e 
Call on a God that hideth ; glad and free, 
Like flight of summer bird through calmest air, 
Shall spring, uncheck'd by sighs, to Heaven the wing& 
prayer. 



XXXIII. 

Ye mountains, that in silent witness stand 
Of all the deeds of men, as ages sped 
How have ye mark'd aghast each sunny land 
Defiled ! if e'er one dragon-vice seem'd dead, 
Uprose, hell-nurtured, others in its stead, 
Till God's fair world lay desolate with crime, 
While awful sunlight rested on your head, — 
Rested in vain, by ministry sublime 
To lift to higher thoughts the grovelling sons of Tim* 
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Kejoice ! the vision changes — ye shall bear 
Far other witness, from your heights descrying 
Hands, not in warfare lifted, but in prayer ; 

The realms beneath your friendly shadow lying 
A tribute free of grateful praise supplying ; 
Glad eyes upturned amid your peaks to read 
God's power, and glances of quick rapture flying 
From cliff to cliff, while holiest thoughts ye feed, 
And pointing to the heaven, to Heaven man's musings 
lead. 



xxxv. 

lovely Earth, with precious memories warm ! 
How oft our hearts seek shelter 'mid thy bow'rs, 
Picturing back to life some vanish'd form, 

Too dear to linger in this world of ours ; 
How oft the fragrance breathing from thy flow'rs 
Is rich with sweetness borne from moments fled ; 
O'er scenes wide -spread, on which in sun and show'rs 
Loved eyes have gazed," what hallowing light is shed, 
Thy landscapes glorified by visions of the Dead ; — 
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XXXVI. 



Dear for their sakes, and lovely for thine own ! — 
Grace beyond thought thy hills and valleys wear, 
Ever more beautiful as longer known, 
Explored with "deeper zeal" of loving care, 
Till like the heavens God's greatness they declare ; 
Oh ! joy to know that holier hearts shall find 
A rapture in thy wonders, tracing there 
Meanings to which our sin-dimm'd sight is blind, 
Nor in the beauteous form forget the Forming Mind. 



XXXVII. 

No cloudless morning then shall rise in vain, 
To vague delight alone the heart awaking, 
Or to sad consciousness of grief and pain, 
Unwelcome light the dreams of memory breaking; 
But as the early breeze, the dewdrops shaking 
From forest-leaves, calls forth sweet melody, 
So in the hearts unused to care and aching 
Life shall be music, breathing blissfully, 
And morning only yield a fresher minstrelsy. 



Yea, with the dawning light anew shall rise 
The sense of God- created life ; the flow 
Of vigour which His love each hour supplies 
The happy heart for His own gift shall know. 
And gratefully that joyous ardour go 
To hymn the Giver's glory , still shall soar 
Upward the singing spirit, nor bestow 
On low ungenial air its music more, 
But at the gate of Heaven exulting praises pour. 



And when the silent shades of evening close 

Above the folded flowers, and life ia still, 

A deepening bliss of nudisturb'd repose 

From God's near presence breathed, the heart shall 

fill;— 
Holier, yet holier peace,— no lingering thrill 
Troubles the shimberer, in one feeling blest 
Of life to God up-yielded, as our will 
Finds homo in His : and dreamless is the rest, 
And heavenly deep, the soul finds on the Saviour' 

breast. 
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Oh wherefore, since in future years shall share 
Those pilgrim-hearts such energy, such calm, 
Do not the morn and evening moments bear 
To us like blessings ? They the eternal psalm 
Shall even on earth rehearse, and pluck the palm 
While here, to wave on high ; for us remain 
Like worship and like victory ; richest balm 
Is in that thought : our spirits not in vain 
Like theirs might hope on earth some glimpse " of 
Heav'n to gain. 

XLI. 

Spirit of Love ! — how listlessly implored ! — 
If not on us Thy life-bestowing might 
In its full force of bounty may be pour'd ; 
Nor, Sun of Righteousness ! Thy cloudless light 
Dispel for us the darkness of the night; 
Yet let the o'erflowings of the heavenly stream 
Our waste hearts fertilize ; and, softly bright, 
As Star of Morning, Saviour, o'er us beam, 
And with Thy promise-rays hallow night's closing 
dream. 
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XLII. 

Since all things come of Thee, the hand's quick skill, 
The mind's inventive power, the patient thought — 
Over Thy works of wonder bending still, 
Till, some faint glimpses of their structure caught, 
Systems are rear'd upon that insight, fraught 
With weal for millions — shall not every mine 
Explored by Genius, or by Science wrought, 
Yield gems of truth, and show Thy power divine. 
Till o'er all scenes obscure Thy light reflected shine ? 



XLIII. 

Thus may each hour's research be gathering now 
Materials for Thy worship, undesign'd 
Too oft, perchance, by man ; — the noble brow 
Knows not the hand that moulds, the eye is blind 
To the True Light alone — but Thou shalt find 
Glad recognition then ! no idol more 
Divide Thy worship, no created mind 
Burn incense unto self : but all adore 
With deeper awe that Love who our low manhood 
wore, — 
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And weareth still ! How else may human eye 
Sustain the splendour uncreate, the bright 
Consuming fire? When Heaven's quick lightnings fly, 
Closes instinctively the averted sight ; 
But when in softest cloud of summer night 
They veil their brilliance, on that palace fair 
The willing eye can rest with calm delight : 
Incarnate Saviour ! thus alone we dare 
On Deity to look, and thus Thy glory bear. 



XLV. 

How blissfully in worship of Thy love 
All thoughts shall blend, or, differing, only show 
New aspects of Thy wisdom ; as above 
The stars with various beams, all lovely, glow ; 
Or as morn's dewdrops on the plains below 
At different angles catch the sun. By sure 
Instinctive love each Christian heart shall know 
His brother Christian, and communion pure 
Between the simplest hearts and highest minds endure. 



And while the stream of being passes on 
Heaven's hallowing light upon its wave shall play- 
No transient beam, now brilliant and now gone 
But pouring quenchless radiance on its way — 
Still, as life's vL'i'L'i-t is sliot, a warmer ray 
Shine from Gob's glory, painting to the sight 
Perpetual iris on the waving spray: — 
The stream flows on, but not to gulf of night, 
It does hut seek the sea of fiery glassy light. 



And can it he that sin again shall raise 
His serpent-crest in paradise so fair! 
That scenes which echoed with glad songs of praise 
Shall know the tones of guilt and wild despair? 
'Tie even so!— the unwilling earth must bear 
Again the footstep of revolt, and pour 
Ev'n for the welcome sound of doom her prayer. 
That doom must fall, — her orb be seen no i 
Till the Creating Hand new Heaven and Earth 
restore : — 
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XLVIII. 



For o'er Time's furthest shore one cloud of dread — 
How dark amid surrounding brightness! — lies; 
The Evil Spirit, long from mortals fled, 
Once more in ten-fold might of rage shall rise, 
To final, hopeless strife ! But the dark skies 
Again shall clear, that cloud shall pass away 
For ever; and as Sin's last shadow dies, 
The glory of an everlasting day 
Flow round Creation's realms with boundless endless 
sway! 
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CONCLUSION. 

i. 

Faintly and falteringly the accents fall, 
That whisper of the future, faint the light — 
Oh faint and tinted with dim colours all — 
That strikes through earth-born mists the feeble sight, 
Though eagerly upturn'd that rays more bright 
Might meet the longing vision ! Shall we deem 
'Twere better then in drear self-chosen night 
To close the eyes, and in life's wildering dream 
Forget the holy hopes brought by that heavenly beam? 

ii. 

Ah no ! the ray, however dimm'd when earth 
Receives its light, is yet a beam divine, — 
Father of Lights ! from Thine own word its birth, 
And rich with love as every gift of Thine ; 
And since Thou giv'st it on our path to shine, 
Guiding our low thoughts upward, not the less 
Give us in concord with Thy blest design 
Onward through every toilsome path to press, 
Owning no ill but sin, no weal but holiness; 
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III. 

Give us amid the weeds Thy Foe hath spread 
O'er this fair field of earth, with lowliest care 
Some better seeds — however few — to shed, 
Which, while the fostering dews of Heaven they share, 
May one day spring to life, and blossom fair 
Among the flowers of that bright Eden-clime : 
Give us by humblest labours to prepare 
The earthly way of Him, whose step sublime, 
Throughout our stormy night, is on the waves of Time. 



RUTH. 



F 



[The following Poem imagines the conversation which may be supposed 
to have passed between Naomi and her daughters-in-law on their way 
from the land of Moab to Judah.] 



Itttfe- 



NAOMI SPEAKS. 

" Now turn ye, loved ones ! from my weary way, 
Back to the regions where your childhood's hours 
Glided in sunlight by; those verdant plains 
Are fitter for your feet than the rude path 
My toilsome steps must follow; fairer far 
Those lucid founts that imaged lovelily 
Many a bright flow'ret — urn for heavenly dew — 
Than the dark water-springs which cool our thirst — 
How ill ! — at long and lonely intervals; 
And more benignant was the bending sky, 
Sending soft dews and showers — as burning brass 
It frowns upon the fainting pilgrim here. 



Return! yo shall not share my bitter lot, — 
Ah wherefore should ye share it? ye are loved, 
Warm hearts are beating with pure flame for you, 
And ye should clasp the extended hand, ami rest 
In quiet blisB beneath the encircling arm. 
The wasted laud that east me helpless forth 
Hath now been visited aud blest again, 
And 1 but go in yearning fondness back 
To see onco more her fields with plenty green. 
Her valleys smiling as in my youth they smiled , 
That bo the dreary image, from my soul, 
Of all her desolate misery may be chased, 
And I may carry to ray opening grave 
Her eherish'd picture, holy and undimm'd. 
I have no home there, for the ancestral fields, 
Where grew tho palms which o'er my infancy 
Waved their fair foliage, all have oasa'd away 
To other hands; and I must roam the plain 
In vagrant poverty, and dearly pay, 
By Buch humiliating life, the joy 
Of gazing on my native country's weal. 
Forgotten by the friends in whom my youth 
Fondly confided, scoru'd by those whose eye 
Admiringly loofc'd up when they were low, 
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'Twill yet be happiness to know that ye 
Are blest, your kindness to the dead return'd 
A thousand-fold upon you, and your woes 
Lull'd to forgetfulness in holy love; 
For ye dealt kindly with them, and for you 
A kindly lot remains, and God, their God 
And mine, upon your gentle heads shall shower 
Abundant bliss in each delightful home. 
Return ! my fall heart prays you to return ; 
My fondest, warmest blessing take, and go!" 

And one fair form stood still, and cast a glance 
Of anguish o'er the rugged onward way : 
There was a weary struggle in the heart, 
And on the brow an anxious thoughtfulness, 
And then upon the matron's stately form 
She look'd, and all the desert's dreary length 
Seem'd as a dream to fade, — for deep the love 
She bore that widoVd mother! Tearfully 
She rush'd to her embrace; the passionate promise 
Never to leave her in her toilsome path 
Flutter'd unheard upon her quiv'ring lip. 
Unloosen'd long that ardent clasp remain'd; 
But, clinging there, swift o'er her troubled mind 



Thought's busy phantoms flitted. Wildly pass'd, 
Before the inward vision, every spot, 
Mountain and tree ami star-n-nVr'ting stream, 
In Memory's scroll pom-tray' d, and all lay bright 
In the pure sunshine of a tearless youth ; 
Strong was the spell oaeli ehcrish'd object held, 
Silent, yet speaking in its calm repose; 
Too fair a picture for a feeble heart, 
Unsway'd by higher motive, to withstand. 
She own'd its power, and that intense embrace, 
Meant as tho pledge of firmest constancy, 
Became the voiceless utterance of farewell. 

Yet Mara not alone her path pursues — 
One loved and lovely face remained to cheer 
Her woe-o'crclouded way; one voice of soft 
And bird-like melody, but richly fraught 
With that deep tenderness the mystery 
Of human sorrow only can infuse, 
Still linger'd near, to breathe its blessed tones 
Into her heart. But though that 
To soothe her sou], and happy dreams inspire 
In hours of heaviest sadness, yet the flow 
Of pure and true affection was too strong 



tones 
had power 
ispire 
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For thought of self to master. Not to shed 
Upon her waning life a warmer glow 
Should youth's glad light be wasted wearily, 
A meteor-flame upon the lonely wild. 

NAOMI. 

" Orpah hath yielded to my strong request, 
And turns to seek the valley of her home. 
Go thou with her ! an angel power be nigh 
Through the short backward way thy steps to guide, 
And thy return with peaceful joy to crown !" 

RUTH. 

" Bid me not leave thee, Mara ! ask no more 
My steadfast heart to change its firm resolve; 
For where thou goest, there my pathway lies, 
Whether 'mid vales of verdant fruitfulness, 
And mountain-heights where the dark cedar-bough 
Waves fragrant o'er the ground its friendly shade ; 
Or through the howling wilderness, where dwell 
The unknown beasts of night — a land of strange 
And fearful mystery, the shadow of death 
Brooding so darkly o'er it that the ray 
Of rising morn sheddeth no gladness there— 



Why should uiy spirit shudder at ita horrors! 
Hath it a being of its own, to hurl 
Ruthless destruction ou me at its pleasure? 
Is it beyond its own Creator's power! 
Rules He not everywhere ? And though abroad 
The pestilence walks till finding lack of prey 
It crouches down with tenfold deathliuess, 
As in its lair, to wait the straggling victim, 
Dwells it not still beneath His sovereign law, 
Ev'n us I dwell I and can its venom harm me ! 
Own I not kindred even with the wild, 
The dark, the fearful of His subject powers! 
In league with all I see my steps may go 
Unshrinking wheresoe'er thou lead'st the way ; 
And the same bourne thy weary path that ends 
Shall be a home to me. When death shall veil 
Thy loved eyes, quenching thus my beacon-light, 
Not lonely shall thy latest dwelling be, 
There shall my steps at early morning tend, 
And evening dews shall fall upon otb there. — 
Perchance thy spirit in thoBe silent hours 
May bring me deep revealiugs of the Unseen, 
And teach me whither Life its quicken'd course 
Directs, when, parted from this mortal form, 
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It flows with native vigour unrestrain'd 

Through regions which our ignorance knows not of. 

But faint the knowledge which a soul, whose flight 

Hath clear'd the unknown boundary, can bestow; 

My spirit too shall feel its fetters fall, 

And range with thee the realms of wonder through „ 

For sure our future paths not far apart 

Can lie, since here our warmest, holiest vows 

To the same Being rise ! Strong hopes are mine, 

But center'd all in Him whose holy worship 

Thy gentle lips have taught me. Shall I go 

Back to the blood-stain'd altars of my land, 

Bow to the idol which my heart contemns, 

And quench the kindling dawn of truth within me 1 

No ! I will seek with thee the sacred plains, 

Where to the honour of no demon-power 

The worship-hymn ascends ; where still thy God 

Reveals himself to man, leaving no place 

For wasting doubt or for conjecture vain. 

EVn now I feel the impulse of His will 

Bidding me onward in my pilgrimage ! 

Oh, 'tis not vagrant fancy calls me forth, 

To leave a land which to my fond eye weareth 

The love-inspiring aspect of a friend ; 



With whose fair flowers my infant fingers play'd ; 
On whose soft turf my weary limbs reclining 
Have bask'd in sunshine or in shade reposed ; 
Up to whose glowing heav'u my gaze has gone, 
Piercing its azure depths in eiigor search 
For hidden worlds of glory, and from thence 
Drawing a brightness which on all things round 
By rich reflection gleam' d — the far blue hills 
Shone in the splendour of a spirit-light ; 
And stray'd thu streams in brilliance richer far 
Thau common sunshine gives ; tho living trees 
In all their leaves* glad quiverings seem'd to utter 
Faint whispers of far regions veil'd from view, 
By mortal feet uutrod, hut haply reach'd 
By Hope's unfailing pinion. 

Oh, 'twas bliss 
To cherish those fond visions of my youth, 
And if the master-chord of thy warm spirit 
Still vibrates to thy native country's name, 
Thou wilt believe that hitter was the pang 
To part from every spot so deeply hallow'd 
By the bright dreams which cheer'd aud blest n 

there : 
Oh ! then could aught but impulse from a Power 



RUTH. 75 

Who, Maker of the soul, the soul can sway, 

Have given me might those holier ties to rend? — 

Oh, not to rend ! — to tighten ! — for I now 

Feel their strong pressure round my bleeding heart ! — 

The ties which bind me to that sheltering love 

Which brooded o'er my happy infancy. 

Thou know'st how dear those beings in whose care 

I still have rested, from my childhood's dawn 

Building my life on theirs. Oh ! I have look'd 

On each loved face with such a gaze as drew 

Their image inward by its agony, 

And fix'd it in the memory of my soul, — 

The sear'd, deep, tearful memory ! Never rose 

The tide of tenderness so high within me 

As in the moments of my fix'd resolve. 

But a strange spell was o'er me, which the might 

Of all that rushing love could not withstand ; 

More strong than if with force of audible sound 

Its thrilling words were utter'd : not a thought 

Wing'd by the fleeting changes of the hour, 

But that high influence sway'd. It bade me rise 

From the rich blessings which a bounteous hand, 

Ev'n when it rent its treasured gifts away, 

Had yet in pity left. It bade me quit 



The deep repose in which my heavy grief 

Had soothed itself to holy quietness. 

No longer passive, like the summer flower 

Which knows no movement save when softest tree: 

Stirs it in passing, was it mine to lie, 

But like the wandering bird to summon up, 

For a long flight all sleeping energies, 

And onward, with untiriog fortitude, 

Through storm aud sunshine travel. But the goal 

Is hright, and worthy of a life's high aim — 

A fuller knowledge of His wondrous name 

From whose creative power all being flows; 

This shall be mine, and oh 1 more dear than this, 

The loving-kindness of His countenance, 

The sunshiue of His smile ! What more may lie 

Of glory or of favour yet for me 

Reserved, I know not ; but a lovely light 

Beams on the dimness of far distant time, 

Which cheers my wondering spirit, though I fail 

To comprehend the language of the ray." 



"Nay, then, my daughter, — if indeed thy way 
Be thus directed by the unswerving Hand 
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Which viewlessly along the midnight sky 
Points the sure pathway of each silent star, 
Tis not for me, with speech of earthly bliss, 
By the firm soul refused, to win thy steps 
Back from their course. No ! rather be it mine 
To aid thee onward, pouring through thy frame 
The strength which sympathy avails to give — 
The strength of hopes partaken." 



RUTH. 

" Now thou art, 
As thou wert ever, to my best resolves 
A fostering mother, and thine ardent speech 
Shall give new vigour to my fainting soul 
When weariness prevails. Thy voice it was 
First whisper'd tidings of the sacred truths 
For which I long had thirsted, whose dim forms 
Came to me vaguely, in bewild'ring dreams 
So phantom-like and fleeting, that they mock'd 
My feeble grasp of thought. And thou hast set 
Full many a spirit-secret in a light 
Which, though dispelling not all mystery, 
Shines yet with power suflicient to destroy 




Each dark foreboding, and assure that He 

Who raised a people from their deepest woe, 

All undeserved and freely, hath designs 

Of woadrous love, for our weak glance too bright, 

Which through the varying progress of long ages 

All-guiding Wisdom into act shall briug. 

And as thou show'st unshadow'd purity 

To be the essence of His viewless being, 

The blessed hope is mine that from that fount 

A stream may yet descend, whose holy force 

Shall bear away the evil that pervades, 

As with the taint of poison, all our race ! 

Yea, for His boundless mercy yet may join. 

With His resist less power, and make that high 

And awful purity for us avail; 

Not, as dark fear would whisper, to condemn, 

But to transform, and make our inmost life 

Holy as He is Holy! Oh, to feel 

Our warm heart, ev'u in hours of deep emotion, 

Beat but in concert with His hallow'd will — 

To feel that we may lift our loving eye 

To the bright Heaven, with kindred purity 

Drinking the radiance of its glory in, 

No longer bending down our timid giifce 
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In heaviness towards Earth, too sadly sure 

That deep within us lies a fearful wonder, 

Which finds dread likeness in her gloomiest scenes! 

Oh, there is holiness that might invest 

The guilty weakness of our shatter'd being — 

But how? My feeble spirit fails to find 

The means by which that blessing may be ours ; 

Only with lowliest adoration now 

And humble penitence, as well befit 

A wanderer in the maze of error lost, 

And tears of pity for my fellow-men 

In the same misery whelm'd, can I await 

The working of His will, whose gentle voice, 

Ev'n in life's darkest hour, still whispers faith." 

NAOMI. 

" And be thy hopes fulfilTd ! the future years 
Bring thee a blest accomplishment ! — For me 
Joy hath been ever as the fitful bow, 
Receding still before the bold pursuit, 
And furthest when I fondly deem'd it near* 
A happier lot be thine, though sorrow's touch 
Too soon hath left a paleness on thy cheek, 
And dimm'd the early lustre of thine eye." 



" 'Tie true full many a dearly cborish'd dream 
Hath molted liko the morning mist away; 
And with the plaintive dirge of flect-wing'd joys, 
Which, as with outstretch'd hands I waited them, 
Flew swiftly by, and only cast a smile 
To mock my wish in passing, all the depths 
Of my sad spirit mournfully were flll'd : 
But the bright hopes which now I dare to form 
Are not of earth. — Father of Lights ! Thy voice 
Hath caU'd them from the chaos of my mind, 
And their far aim beyond the glowing stars 
Is set ; Time's withering breath, or the dark spell 
Of disappointment, reacheth not their sphere ! 
And by the cheering light the future giveB 
I can look calmly on the past, nor feel 
That anguish diro which else would wring the heart 
At strong remembrance of each severing stroke 
That made my love a fount of misery 
— As poison-drops from fairest flowers distil. 
How was my early bliBS to woe transform'd, 
When the young sister — in whose laughing eye 
Lay such a sparkling sti>rc of happiness 
As everj when my spirit's gladness fail'd, 
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Kindled its mirth again — when she grew pale, 
And darkness gather'd o'er her drooping form, 
And silence hush'd her step, and in her voice 
Breathed a strange tone of low deep mournfulness, 
More like an echo from some hidden world 
Than like the light and joyous melody 
Late from her gay heart pealing; then I felt 
That Sorrow hath a secret dwelling-place 
Among the tents of Joy. With what vain care, 
Binding her brow with leaves of brightest green, 
And flowers of freshest scent, and from the fount 
Bringing cool waters her hot cheek to lave, 
I strove to charm back those lost hours of health 
Which never, never might return ! I made 
Of softest moss a pillow for her head, 
And while still slumber o'er her eyelids fell 
Knelt o'er her breathlessly, and fondly thought 
The work of change delay'd ; the fell disease 
Itself seem'd sleeping, and forgot to rage. 
With passionate tears my troubled spirit pray'd 
That calm repose might last ; and fervently 
I bound all hopes, all wishes, all deep thoughts 
In one strong prayer, that she might be again 
My healthful, mirthful sister. And she slept 

G 
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With such a look of holy quietness, 
I deem'd my prayer was heard, the spoiler's step 
Retraced, and all her wasted life renewed. 
I ran to call my gentle mother near, 
That she might share my joy. Softly she came. 
And gazed with me upon the form beloved; — 
She leanM a moment o'er the pale fair face, 
Then came the gather'd weight of agony, — 
From those still lips no vital breath came forth, 
Nor heaved her bosom with the pulse of life! 
The spirit from its beauteous home had fled, 
And the frail image which my frenzy clasp'd 
Was *o# my sister! Oh, I could not bear 
The desolate chilmess of that icy truth, — 
I thrust its meaning from me, and I strove 
Still to believe the sleeper would awake. — 
She could not leave me in my loneliness, 
She, the kind partner of each warm emotiun. 
Who met the half-form* d thought, and answer d it 
— Quick as the clear pool gives the semblance "hack- 
Before my lips had form' d ii into lanpiagt\ 
I could not think that dear exisuanoe saapp"d. 
In such close union with mine own entwined 
Tiixi 1 Lai dtieca d niv heart bv sTniivAhv 
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Had hush'd its throbs if hers should cease to play. 
False, futile dream ! my fount of life flow'd on, 
Though hers no longer gush'd — but it had lost 
Its freshness and its mirthful melody. 
The morning kindled brightly as of yore, 
The noon-day wore its busy silence still, 
And eve, as erst, her holier stillness brought, 
And flowers look'd fair, and glad birds sang, and 

winds 
Breathed balmy softness o'er my aching brow, — 
But nought could soothe ; amid all happy being 
The lost one had no place — I was alone ! 
Together we had loved the beautiful, 
Together own'd the spirit- quelling power 
Pour'd from all glorious scenes, and when I gazed 
On dear familiar objects, torturingly 
Shot the sad consciousness that she was gone, 
And I was sisterless! No answering look 
Could speak the presence of that gentle one 
On whom my fervent love was pour'd; in vain 
It fondly yearn'd once more to breathe itself 
Where it was wont : but no ! it might not be — 
The visible bond was sever'd, and the veil 
Of fearful change baffled affection s aims. 



"Then bow'd iuid desolate my spirit lay- — 
Ev'n as some dreary wild, when torrent-rains 
Too long Lave Fallen, and the heavy mint 
Envelopes all tilings, Tho dark thought of Death 
Shrouded me in its gloom. Less tender love, 
Less fervent in its might, of tenderness, 
Than his, thy Chilion's, ne'er had pierced my wa 
But like the quick and all- pervading sunlight. 
Which pours its influence through the passive e 
Waking it up to gladness, was that love. 
I felt my heart could beat with other throbs 
Than those of anguish ; that there yet remain 
Consonant chords in life's mysterious strain ; 
That I might pour my soul's strong tooling f.>rili 
And know it answer'd; that my love had power 
To make the bliss of the beloved one, 
Ev'n as hiB love made mine. How did I take 
His gentle kindness as a heavenly gift, 
Sent rae in solace for the treasure laid 
In the cold grave, — and I became his own. 
And daily did my fervent prayer ascend 
To Him whom half-unknowing I adored, 
That he might be most blest; that happini>s 
Brighter than my weak fancy could conceive, 
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Might make the element of his existence : 

That sorrow on his noble brow might ne'er 

Set her dark signet ; that the heavy thought' 

Of death-devour'd delight might never lie 

Upon his heart ; that the slow weariness 

Of languid life, or sharper-venom'd pain, 

Might never prey upon his wasted youth. 

And oh ! my prayer was answer'd, and 'twas well ! 

There was no time for change to breathe a blight 

Upon his earthly bliss ; his eagle eye 

Sorrow or pain ne'er dimm'd; well dost thou know 

How suddenly upon his noonday sun 

Came black eclipse ; — no gloomy clouds foreboded 

The darkness that was nigh ; but glad and bright, 

And beaming all with glowing gratitude 

To the Divine Bestower of his bliss, 

Were the last moments of his lovely life. 

It seem'd as he had heard some spirit- voice 

Pour on the passing wind its gentle call, 

For with a look and tone of deepest love's 

Warm tenderness, he breathed into mine ear, — 

4 'Tis not for long we part, my cherish'd one; 

Bless thee, and fare-thee-well!' And while I gazed 

In wonder on the dear declining form, 



His heavy eyelids closed. And closed for me 
The world's fair prospects! Vet though sorrow ve 
Heavily veil'd my head in that dark hour, 
And hangs full oft above uiy spirit now, 
Tis but as passing clouds the full-orb'd blaze 
Of noontide light obscure. The holy words 
Of confidence, that lillM his last adieu, 
Assure me that there is a land of life, 
Beyond the valley of the dreary grave, — 
A brighter, happier world, where parting never 
Between the blessed comes. How oft beneath 
The crimson clouds of sunset have we walk'd, 
And quesiion'd, as the beams of dying day 
Silently faded from our darkening path, 
If no bright morrow to the vanish'd soul 
Remain'd to kindle up its light anew. 
And give it back to life; and fervently 
Our warm desires have risen, till Hope hath seen 
The distant morn upon her winged way, 
And in the sight exulted. Still the shade 
Of doubt too oft perplex'd our spirits' joy. 
For who shall toll r>f that Car land whose hounds 
No step hath e'er retraced? What tongue shall ; 
Our dreams are based on aught but emptiness? 
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Oh ! what a pang was in that torturing fear ! 
How have we long'd that some kind word of truth 
Might speak from that bright region to our ear 
One strong and certain promise, that the soul 
By firm anticipation might enjoy 
Ev'n now her future lot ! It might not be - 
The wish'd-for knowledge was not made our own 
Until that dying hour. Then, when the might 
Of a new life within his spirit sprang, 
It pierced the misty veil which hides the unseen, 
And as the splendours of that purer state 
Burst on his sense, he knew confirm' d and sure 
Each fondly cherish'd hope, and bade me thus 
Share the glad truth his parting soul had won. 

" Now can the pangs of chilling penury 
Or misery of unfriended loneliness, 
Or pain, or all the woes that may await 
In this drear world, distress or terrify 
The heiress of an everlasting life ? 
No ! the short moment of mortality 
May pass in tempests o'er my feeble form, — 
It shall not shrink, for He who bade them rage 
Hath rest and shelter and eternal sunshine, 



Where Life awaits me. Doth He not extend 

His hand to lead mo in the appointed path, 

Ev'n through the shadowy scenes of earthly life, 

And shall He cease to guide roe when reveal'd 

A limitless expanse of life shall lie 

Before my quicken'd vision ? Idle fear ! 

Will not His glory beam more brightly round me, 

His tender love more consciously bo felt, 

When the freed soul hat li clear' d her heav'nward wayl 

Earth's haze anil Time's illusions all dispell'd, 

How shall she revel in the cloudless light. 

Which, bathing all the mysteries of the Past, 

On the unbounded Future shall reflect 

A joy-inspiring splendour ! she shall know 

The care which ruled the flight of every hour 

Was the sure signal of a Father's hand, 

Directing each event of aspect vague 

To minister the purpose of His love ; 

And faith how firm that new display shall work ! 

How will the bright and ever stretching sphere 

Of high employ be ftll'd with joyful action 

Quicken'd and kindled with young energy, 

And purified by His pervading love, 

And by the fear of failure unrestrain'd, 
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— For every act must prosper if perform'd 
In Him who guideth all. His blessed favour 
Shall compass life with perfect happiness, 
And through each channel of enjoyment pour 
Eaptures our thought transcending. Not the least 
Will be the bliss of earth-surviving love ; 
The dear re-union of the parted ones, 
Whom Death had sever'd for a moment's space, 
A brief and passing moment, vanishing 
Ev'n to a point, beside the joyous ages 
Granted to that renewed fellowship. 
Desire grows eager as her onward glance 
Faintly descries the glories of that state ; 
She yearns to reach the consummating goal. 
Oh for the hour when earth's last scene shall fade 
And hope expire in bright reality ! " 

NAOMI. 

"Now, blessings on thy gentle head, my child, 
That thou dost bring such high and glorious thoughts, 
To cheer the languor of the tedious way ! 
Nor are they idle fancies, — thou hast set 
Thy confidence in Him who ne'er can fail 
The hope Himself inspireth to fulfil. 



He o'er thine early hours of childhood, cnst 

A spiritual hue, and. as thy days 

Lengthen' d to womanhood, He still was nigh, 

Deepening thy longings for u clearer sight 

Of truth— His truth— for truth is all of Him 

The Tkue and Living God. Tis He alone 

Lightens thy darkness, through thy weakness pours 

Ilia own immortal strength. No other Power 

Could give thy stricken spirit thus to gaae 

Upon the holy Future. Well thy faith 

May brave the desert's dangers, since thou go'st 

Beneath the shadow of His wings to dwell " 



Such the communion of these pilgrim-hearts 
As o'er the lengthening plains they took their way; 
So did the soothing power of sympathy 
Soften their toils, their ivcury wanderings bless, 
While hope still urged liirir feeble footsteps on. 
And He who bade them forth to seek that hind, 
The lovely hind of promise, did He not 
Crown with unthought prosperity their wayl 
For, bright heyund her .-pint's soaring dreams 
Hath been that younger matron's destiny. 
Ancestress of a high and kingly race, 
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Her name hath found an immortality. 

But this were little : — when the crown had falTn, 

The regal pomp departed, One arose, — 

As from the stem of Jesse, — whose delights, 

From the dim distance of creation's dawn, 

Were with the sons of men ; who chose our Earth, 

From the unnumber'd orbs of light that roll 

Through the unfathom'd depths of heavenly space, 

To show His manifold and matchless wisdom, 

In leading home to God the wanderers lost 

In dark transgression's mazes. And yet more 

To show the high infinitude of love, 

Which could forego the glory ineffable 

That girded Deity as with a mantle, 

To take the self-degraded form of man, 

And bathe His soul in suffering; bearing thus 

The deadly curse of sin, and raising high 

To fellowship with Godhead that low race — 

No longer low — whose nature He had shared. 

Oh ! had she seen, beyond the lingering years, 
The glorious consummation, how her faith 
Had kindled with a brighter, warmer ray, 
Piercing the mists of sorrow, gilding all 



With heavenly light, and making every tear 

The token, not of grief, liut gratitude! 

Had she not tasted in that wondrous hope 

As by a time-oVrswceping sympathy, 

The happiness of millions, — shared the joy 

Of every spirit who should find restored 

The tender blessing of a Father's love? 

Would not the accents of the eternal song 

Already from her joyous lips have broke? 

Would not ev'n Time's desponding huurs have known 

The raptures of the far Eternity! 



Are we not faint and weary pilgrims too? 
And are we darkly ivaiid'i-iug? Does no ray 
Shine from the future on the tangled maze 
Which donbtingly we tread 'J — no word of promise 
Echo from out the everlasting hills, 
To raise the quailing CMiirago of our hearts? 
Hath not the Almighty voice which hade her forth, 
To seek a dwelling in a distant land, 
And gifted her with honours unconceiv'd, 
Appointed too our path ? And is there not- 
Secured by Him whose coming was her glory — 
A home of rest, a life of blissful love 
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Whither glad hope may soar and sun her wing 
In its surpassing splendour, — gaining strength 
For the harsh conflicts of this rugged world ? 

Brightly that home is glowing, and more bright, 
As our weak steps approach it ! Blinding tears 
No longer can obscure the rays which thence 
Are streaming hitherward ; and all things round 
Catch the warm glory shed, and cease to wear 
The garb of gloom which sin and woe have cast 
Ev'n on earth's fairest scenes ; our happy hearts 
Behold in all the image and the promise 
Of bliss divine assured though veiTd as yet. 
We too shall find the height of blessing there 
— As she who sought the plains of Bethlehem found — 
More wondrous than our best imaginings. 
We look for regions of unshadow'd glory, 
For ages of untroubled happiness, 
But in the weakness of our earth-bound spirits 
What fancy do we form which bears relation 
To the full beamings of the Eternal Presence ? 
— Night hath no being in that cloudless world, 
Pain dwells not in the pure ethereal frame, 
Change troubles not Eternity's calm flow 



And Death dissolves not Immortality.— 
This deem we that wo know, — but is it knowledge ? 
Is the feint meaning that our spirit takes 
Anght but dim shadow by the substance thrown 1 

Here do we dream a weak and empty dream, 
There wake we to the blest reality ; 
Here do we guess and vainly thirst to know, 
There shall we know cv'n as ourselves are known ; 
Here love's light dew upon our souls is shed, 
There shrill we bathe in its unfailing fount; 
Here feebly flutters joy's uncertain wing, 
There it is plumed as for an eagle's flight ; 
Eternal life is ours t— tho life that lies 
In knowledge of the Holy, — life bestow'd 
Through human sorrow of the Holy One. 
Rescued from out the dark abyss of distance, 
'Tis He hath brought us back to move once mure 
Within the radiance of tho Deity; 
And the resistless might of His attraction 
— No less our brother than our God — shall keep 
Our steadfast course through everlasting years, 
Around the Central Socjiwe of Life and Light. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 
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OR 



THE POWER OF LOWLY SPOTS. 



Small was the field — no brighter hue 
Than common turf its herbage knew, 
No stately elms its circuit graced, 
No guardian hills the spot embraced, 
Nor thence might gazer's glance confess 
A widening landscape's loveliness ; 
Why did it then, each field above, 
Waken such strength of early love ? 
Why did our infant footsteps there 
No revelry of childhood dare? 
Why did the smile more softly glow, 
The voice a deeper gladness know 1 

H 



98 LITTLE ANCHOR CLOSE. 

Where shall the hidden charm be found 
Which made that spot enchanted ground ? 

Was it that there the violet grew 
Rich in its own ideal blue, 
And, with its pure pale sister, shed 
Fragrance too sweet for careless tread ? 
Was it that in the midst arose 
One old lone tree, that winter snows 
And summer suns alike had borne ? 
— 'Twas evening smiling on our morn ! — 
Was it that where green banks o'erhang 
Ever the tiny streamlet sang, 
No rill with mountain-vigour rife, 
But peaceful as the Peasant's life 1 
Or had the mystery of a name 
The power our buoyant mirth to tame, 
Midst inland plains to fancy telling 
How the far ocean's waves were swelling ? 

Or deeper was the spell that stole 
So strangely o'er the infant soul ? — 
Since near the village roofs were seen, 
Moss-clad, with orchard tufts between, 
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♦ 

Perchance of old some lowly cot 

Had graced that now deserted spot, 

And human joys, and human woes, 

The tremblings which our nature knows, 

Had left upon the silent place, 

Of what had been, some spirit-trace. 

******* 

If might be thus — we know not well • 
The secret powers which round us dwell; 
Too fine for sight the links that bind 
The outward to the world of mind ! 

Whate'er the cause such charm that threw, 
Hallowing with more than life's young dew 
That simple slope, its flowers, its sky, 
The very breeze that wander'd by 
And bore upon its laden wing 
The mystic yearnings of the Spring, 
Well may we take the message sent 
In lowliest embodiment ; — 

He who hath fix'd our place of birth, 
If the more radiant scenes of earth 
Not on our opening eye may shine, 
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Hath yet a loveliness divine, 

A beam from His own smile, to pour 

The humbler plains of Nature o'er. 

Bathed in that glory, flower and weed 

Imagination's life can feed, 

Gently in youthful hearts unsealing 

The founts of deep poetic feeling. 

■ 

Poet-child ! thine eye as yet 
Perchance no airy peak hath met; 
Thou hast not known the wild delight, 
The rapture of the mountain-height ; 
Yet droop thou not if round thy way 
Some hawthorn-scented breeze may stray, 
Some sunny bank be thine to tread, 
And yon sweet sky bend o'er thy head ; 
For thou dost learn, by every gleam 
On mossy turf or meadow stream, 
By every flower around thee strown, 
To feel the Beautiful thine own : 
And when thy feet in after time 
Haply the mountain-brow shall climb, 
And, rapt with wondering joy, thy soul 
Is master'd by the strong control 
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Of anthem-music round thee pouring 

— For thought gives voice to man's adoring — 

How wilt thou prove in ecstasy 

That strain not all unknown to thee, 

The prelude many a summer day 

Thine infant hand was wont to play. 

The joyous brotherhood we hold 
With forms of beauty manifold ; 
The tearful tenderness. that steals — 
Like love which kindred nearness feels — 
Through the still heart at sunset hour, 
Or whensoe'er in deepest pow'r 
The current from without sets in 
To reach the answering world within, — 
What are they but the signs that show 
Existence all her forms must owe 
To the One Father, who hath made 
One light of beauty all pervade, 
Nor leaves His nobler work unblest 
In lonely severance from the rest, 
But links our life by strongest ties 
To the fair world that round us lies, 
Bidding responsive love awake ; 
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For kindly influences we take 

From mountain grandeurs, where our being 

O'erflows with all the bliss of seeing, 

Or lowlier haunts of childhood's hours 

Where thoughts spring up like hedge-row flow'rs ! 



prkstone fass attir Mt rf totttterh. 



In Kirkstone Pass rude storms were rife, 
The wreathing clouds around, 

Torn by the winds in changeful strife, 
The Defile's heights en wound. 

And bursting from their rocky path 
The swollen streams rush'd on, 

Re-echoing loud the storm-wind's wrath 
In fearful unison. 

Fierce grapplings with the tempest-foe, 

Faint pauses of dismay, 
Wasted our strength as, wearily, 

We forced our upward way. 
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The height is gained. — The storm hath past; 

Its forceful ragings cease; 
The gladden'd eye may rest at last 

On Troutbeck's vale of peace. 

The evening beam breaks o'er the vale, 

Gilding its green repose — 
How softly on the alter'd gale 

The vesper-music flows. 

And soon on distant Windermere 

The loveliest gleam is lying, 
To the heaven above her, bright and clear, 

The blissful wave replying. 



Oh! life hath many a Pass with Storms, 
Where clouds are darkly hung, 

And oft in strange bewildering forms 
Athwart our path are flung. 

Loud beats the tempest o'er our heads, 

And, mighty in their force, 
The gathering waters burst their beds, 

And check our dubious course. 
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Fierce grapplings with the Spirit-foe, 

Faint pauses of dismay, — 
These are our lot, as weak and slow 

We force our upward way. 

But when the toilsome height is won, 

Still'd is the tempest's roar, 
The wreathing vapours, dense and dun, 

Melt into light once more. 

And through the safe and shelter'd vale 

Our onward pathway lies, 
Where song-birds pour on evening's gale 

Their soothing melodies. 

And sunlight o'er the landscape spreads, 

And, in the distance bright, 
The mirror'd heaven a radiance sheds 

Of soft and pearly light. 

Our hearts revive — the wilder'd sigh 

To smiling hope gives room, 
More peaceful for the storm past by, 

More bright for vanish'd gloom. 
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Why is it thus? Why hope we yet 

To outlive each blast of ill ? 
One, One for us the storm hath met, 

His aid is with us still : 

Through Hue our steps that height shall gain 

Where, life's last tempest o'er, 
The path shall change from toil and pain 

To glory evermore. 



^BttetoMt 



Sunrise in Borrowdale, 

Softly it shone, 
Through all the narrow vale 

Slow stealing on; 
First on the peaks above 

Rosy rays fall, 
Then, with a glow of love, 

Glorify all. 

Sunset in Borrowdale, 

Brightly it fell, 
And the swift waves that sail 

Deep in the dell 
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Caught the rich golden light 
Flung from on high, 

And to the dazzled sight 
Gave back the sky. 

Moonlight in Borrowdale, 

Solemn and pure ! 
Lustre so softly pale, 

Will it endure? 
Is it not magic-wrought, 

All the still scene? 
When on the morrow sought 

Will it be seen? 



Tempest in Borrowdale, 

Wildly it rose; 
E'en the fierce eagles quail < 3) 

While the strife grows ; — 
Now the storm holds its breath, 

Gathering force — 
Then, with the might of death, 

Speeds on its course. 
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Such wert thou, Borrowdale, 

Long ages past, 
Such will be still thy tale, 

While earth shall last. 
Time never banisheth 

Grandeur from thee ; 
Man only vanisheth, — 

Fleeting is he ! 

Yet, mighty Borrowdale, 

Cometh a day 
When e'en thy rocks shall fail, 

Passing away ; 
Passing to emptiness, 

Gone like a dream, 
Sunless and shadowless, 

Strong though they seem. 

But in that fearful hour, 

Man shall remain, 
Change shall not wield its pow'r 

O'er him again, 
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Where shall his dwelling be 
Where shall he rest? 

Saviour, alone in Thee 
Can he be blest ! 



Stands 



WRITTEN UNDER A VIEW ON THE LAKE OF ICILLARNEY. 



Yet wears thy face a smile like this, 

Thou green isle of the seas? 
The sun-light lies upon thy hills, 

And plays among thy trees. 
While rock and wave and fortress grey 

In sleeping beauty lie, 
Oh, who would dream of the pining want 

And the voiceless anguish nigh? 

Thou God of Love ! on this lovely land, 

So lit by Thine own sweet smile, 
Look down where the thoughts of human woe 

From Nature's face beguile: 
Look down, and Thy children's sufferings see, 

Bid that throbbing anguish cease, 
And pour on the darken'd heart of man 

The light of Thy holy peace. 

1838. E. R. D. 
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Among the mountain solitudes 

Far, far away, 
Where holy silence deeply broods 

The live-long day : 
Where sleeps the sunbeam peacefully 

In hues of love, 
And sailing clouds look tenderly 

Down from above; 

Where sounds of strife are never heard 

Marring full rest, 
Where sadly mourns no plaintive bird 

Her rifled nest ; 
Where human sorrow's deeper wail 

Stirs not the air; 
Where never breathes the passing gale 

With wild despair : 
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There would my weary spirit fly 

And find a home, 
To fold her worn wing quietly, 

Ceasing to roam ; 
And sun her pinions in the depth 

Of heaven's full eye, 
Unruffled by rude misery's breath, 

Or pain's low sigh. 

♦ 

But would not yet the lingering heart, 

Fast bound below, 
Still fondly beat to bear her part 

In weal and woe? — 
The spirit would not — ev'n the bliss 

Of perfect peace to know — 
Her kindred with the mystery. 

Of human life forego ! 



f tto-fm'8 6 lit. 

To * * * 



Softly, belov'd one, 

Spread to thine eye, 
Lit by to-morrow's sun, 

Past scenes shall lie, 
All memory holdeth 

Lovely and fair, 
All she unfoldeth 

Mournfully there. 

If through Earth's dim haze 

Scanning the past, 
Dear one, thy fond gaze 

Darkly is cast; 
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Then will the morrow 

Wearily bring 
Bodings of sorrow 

On its wild wing; — 

Joys that are fleeting; 

Griefs that remain ; 
Storm-clouds still meeting 

After the rain; 
Pain fiercely preying 

On the life's core ; 
Hope still delaying 

Foil'd evermore. 

But if the brightness 

Shed from on high, 
Bathe in its lightness 

Moments gone by, 
Soon shall it banish 

All that is drear, 
Quickly shall vanish 

Phantoms of fear. 
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Griefs shall be passing, 

Joys shall abide; 
Calm love still glassing 

Heav'n in its tide; 
Pain bringing ever 

Strength to endure; 
Hope failing never, 

Steadfast and sure : 

Such is the story 

Life's records show, 
Seen in the glory 

Faith can bestow. 
Ever abiding 

Be thy faith's gleam, 
Till the star, hiding, 

Fail in Day^B beam ; 

Till in the splendour 
Of the soul's bliss, 

That world shall render 
The meaning of this,- 
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Truth's radiance playing 

Each page above, 
Only displaying 

Measureless Love. 



ft IflttgfctS frffltt $asttx. 



" While Nature smiles there are many pale countenances that do 

not The great course of Nature pays no regard to the particular 

circumstances of man — no suspension, no sympathy." — Foster's Lec- 
ture on " The Season of Spring and its Moral Analogies." 



Fair Spring, thy smile is on the earth ! 

A gladness in the light, 
A softer radiance, speaks thy birth, 

season of delight! 

Thou art all loveliness and life ! 

The birds, the trees, the flowers 
All share thy rapture, all are rife 

With joy of spring-tide hours. 

Yet does the old man pacing there 

Slowly and wearily, 
Meet, as he sighs 'neath age and care 

No answering sigh from thee. 
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Thy fairest, freshest blossoms breathe 

Yon cottage home around — 
Within the spot they gaily wreathe 

The gloom of Death is found ! 

What recks thy breeze as it passes by, 
That it bears the parting breathy 

That the light is quenching in the eye, 
And the brow is damp with death? 

Where beams thy smile, a sable throng 

Slow-moving, meets our view, — 
A funeral train has wound along 

That flowery avenue! 

Thy lovely buds spring fair and free 
Where the mourners' feet must stand, 

They deck the path as wantonly 
As though 'twere a bridal band. 

Of age and death thou bear'st no sign, 

No dirge is in thy wind, — 
Spring, no sympathy is thine 

With the lot of humankind! 
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Still deck the earth with thy lovely flow'ra, 
Though Man has no share in thee, 

For there is a Spring may indeed be ours 
In the bliss of Eternity. 
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Pass quickly by the blooming Rose, 

And, passing by, inhale 
The kindly fragrance which it throws 

Upon the breathing gale; 

But do not stoop to pluck the flow'r, 
For thorns are hiding there, 

Thy bleeding hand may rue the hour 
It pluck'd the blossom fair. 

Look on the green'and shadowy dell 
Where trees embowering meet, 

Deem if thou wilt that Peace may dwell 
Within the calm retreat; 

But turn not from thy rugged way, 
Let the shade but charm thine eye ; 

For 'mid the verdure serpents stray 
— Who wanders there may die. 
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And dost thou murmur that the thorn 
Beneath the rose-bud hides? 

That where soft dreams of peace are born 
The serpent's sting abides ? 

The fragrance of the rose was lent 
Thine heavenward path to cheer; 

The thorn, to make thee more intent 
On the thornless amaranth there; 

The greenness of the shade, to give 

A type of heaven's repose ; 
The sting, to bid thee rise and live 

Where bliss no venom knows. 

Then bless the hand that 'mid earth's joys 
Earth's bitter griefs doth pour, 

And press where pain no more alloys 
And sorrow dwells no more. 
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Rise from the vanish'd hopes, the vain regrets, 
The tears for bright hours fled, 

To that blest region where the sun ne'er sets, 
Where tears are never shed. 

Oh ! rise in spirit thither, and there build 

Thy palace of desires ; 
There shall the pile, with richest treasure fill'd, 

Outlast earth's final fires. 

No tempests rude, to shake the lofty tow'rs, 

The eternal hills o'ersweep ; 
No mighty earthquake there with silent pow'rs 

Rock the foundations deep. 
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There shall no glittering hope aspire in vain,- 
No wingSd lightning there, 

To bring destruction on the glorious fane, 
Gleams through the ethereal air. 

In that bright home the spectre of the past 
Shall never haunt thy rest, — 

Oh ! make that home thy refuge, and at last 
Thou shalt be truly blest. 
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WRITTEN UNDER A SKETCH ON THE BANKS OF THE AVON, WARWICKSHIRE, 

— EIGHT MILES FROM STRATFORD. 



Soft, gentle river, be thy flow, 

And faintly chime thy waves, — 
The dreamless couch of thy Poet-son 

Thy silver stream now laves. 

Sweet was the song thine own Bard pour'd 

By thy willow-guarded stream ; 
Now be the song thou pour'st for him 

Sweet as his young life's dream. 

With the voice of birds, the west-wind's song, 

Mingle some tone of thine, 
A requiem meet, which thy stream may bear 

To her Poet's haunted shrine. 

July, 1886. E. R. D. 
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The Power of Hills is on thee ! "—Wordsworth. 



Not in Alpine regions only, 
Where in evening's light afar 

Shines the snow-clad peak, as lonely 
And as lovely as a star ; 

Not where oft the blast is bending 
Ancient pines the rocks between, 

And the storm-wind's voice descending 
Wildly through the deep ravine ; 

Oh ! not there alone our spirit 
Must the mountain's magic own : 

Alps !— our own fair hills inherit 
Spells around the wanderer thrown. 
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On the gentle heights enfolding 

Lovely lucid Windermere ; 
On Blencathra's summits, holding 

Night's starr'd heaven in mirror clear ; (4) 

On thy battlements, Helvellyn ! 

Stately Skiddaw ! on thy peak, 
— Answering thoughts of might impelli 

Voices of deep power will speak. 

And where Scotia's heathery ranges 

In the keener air arise, 
Storm-veil'd oft amid the changes 

Of the darkly frowning skies ; 

And where Snowdon's glory, towering 

High above the peaks around, 
Rises o'er the tempest's louring, 

And repeats the various sound ; 

A.nd on beauteous Malvern, smiling 

Queen-like o'er the subject plain, 
With her breeze of health beguiling 

Into gladness grief and pain; — 
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Malvern, where in History's morning 
Britain braved the Roman stroke ; (6) 

Where her lyre, long slumber scorning, 
Into lasting music woke : — <6) 

Still each mountain summit gaining 
All the soul is strangely rapt; 

Grief no more her hold retaining 
Every bond of woe is snapt, 

And the spirit freely soareth 

Through the bending heaven above, 

Happiest if she there adoreth 
Him whose chosen name is Love ; 

Blest if in her flight descrying, 
With a clearer, stronger gaze, 

How the realms around her lying 
Back reflect His glory's rays; 

How the Power who thus can sever 
With a breath life's earthward chain, 

Can exalt that life for ever 
To the bliss we long to gain. 
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If our being's finish'd story 

God's own Word alone displays, 

Mountains ! in your might and glory 
Ye are "portions of His ways!" 



K 
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The mist and clouds from loving eyes 

The morn's full splendours hide, 
Yet many a wandering sunbeam flies 

Along the mountain side ; 
And beauteous slopes swell forth to meet 

The glorifying ray ; 
Soft knolls appear where angel-feet 

On Sabbath hours might stray ; 
And rock and cliff in majesty, 

Unseen, unguess'd before, 
A moment's space entranced we see, 

As flits the sunbeam o'er. 
Well may we watch with patient love 

To greet the vision fair, 
For oft, with darker skies above, 

Will memory linger there. 
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II. 



And piercing thus the mists that lie 

Before our mental sight, 
In gentle gleamings from on high, 

The Spirit's holy light 
Shines on the page Himself hath spread, 

His Word of truth divine, 
And by the radiance softly shed 

On many a sacred line, 
We trace fair heights of heavenly thought ;- 

And wonders long conceaTd, 
As each in turn the beam hath caught, 

In glory stand reveal'd. 
Spirit of Truth ! upon Thy book 

Till Error's mists are quelTd, 
Give us in prayerful hope to look, 

Nor be Thy light withheld ! 



Itotom, 



FROM DR. ARNOLDS "DEAR OLD BAGLEY WOOD. 



" All things come of Thee." 



We bless Thee for the men, God, 

Of mighty heart and thought ; 
Thy chosen warriors, who with ill 

In conflict stern have fought. 

We bless Thee for the cleared eye, 

And for the steadfast hand, 
The quicken'd ear, the foot that dared 

Truth's yet unconquer'd land. 

And for the lowly love we bless 
That bow'd the great in heart, 
And bade them in all human things 
To bear a brother's part. 
1846. E. R. D. 
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Brightly in the burning West 
Seeks the Sun his place of rest, 
And a golden glory flings 
Full on all opposing things. 

Stately trees have caught the glow, 
Casting deeper shade below. 
Lift thine eye and let it stray 
Where the evening breezes play, 

'Mid the boughs so light in air ; 
Watch the sudden shadows there 
On the trunks of fervid tone 
By the chequ'ring foliage thrown. 
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Bathed in brilliance, how they stand ! 
Forms of beauty simply grand, 
Back'd by cloud whose masses dread 
All the eastern heav'n o'erspread. 

Raindrops fall — a summer show'r 
Lends its fragrance to the hour, 
Still the Sun is bright, and, lo ! 
On the Cloud the radiant Bow ! 

Softly, fervently it glows, 
And an arch of glory throws 
Upward o'er the silver fir, 
And the trees encircling her. 

Fade not, magic scene, away ! 
Sinking sunbeam, longer stay ! 
Morrow's eve may not bestow 
All the contrast and the glow. 

Vain request ! the vision fades, 
Sets the sun, and fall the shades, 
Ere the pencil's aid can give 
Passing gleams through years to live. 
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Christian ! work while day may last, 
Soon the hours of light are past ; 
Catch the moment's favouring glow, 
Quickly do thy task below. 

Christian ! rise where sunsets never 
Leave unfinish'd high endeavour, 
Where the Cloud is only known 
By the Rainbow round the throne. 
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"Health on these open hills I seek." — Montgomery. 



What seek'st thou here, 
Worn one and weary ! on life's arid way, 

All desert-like and drear, 
Condemn'd in toilsome loneliness to stray? 

What dost thou seek 1 
Health for thy feeble frame, a fount of strength, 

A draught to nerve the weak 
With vigour for the journey's weary length? 

A gift of life, 
To raise again the spirit that hath bled 

In passion's fruitless strife 1 
A new existence for bright dreams long fled ? 
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A freshen'd flow 
Of the glad energy in childhood known ? 

A roseate morning glow 
Over the joyless path of noontide thrown? 

This dost thou seek ? 
Speed then thy wishes !— health reuew'd be thine ! 

Strength for each worthy task, 
And energy for every high design. 

Youth's pulse of joy 
Beat on with all the rapture of the past; 

Nor memories sad destroy 
The glory from bright thought o'er Nature cast. 

All thou dost dream 
Of joyous health from these green hills to gain, 

Be thine — the kindly stream 
Give back the glow life wore ere touch'd by pain. 

But might'st thou know, 
earnest wanderer ! — whose deep spirit-thirst, 

By each pure fountain's flow 
Is but the more to restless burning nurst — 
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Oh might'st thou learn, 
That ever by thy side, unceasing, wells 

From bright exhaustless urn 
A stream which all the soul's faint longing quells ! 

That stream can still 
All the deep anguish of humanity, 

And the glad being fill 
With an immortal life, from sorrow free ; — 

A life which knows 
Nor want, nor weariness, all richly blending 

The evening's calm repose 
With morn's high energy ; a life unending, 

Yet ever new, 
A life in life ; — a life whose noontide roses 

Glow with as pure a dew 
As when the morn their early bloom uncloses. 

And One, whose soul 
Shone with a light Earth ne'er again will see, 

Yielded to Pain's control, 
And Death's dark sway, to win this life for thee ! 
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He from above 
Watches thy wanderings, and He bids thee take, 

As the bright gift of love, 
The bliss no human strivings thine could make. 

Well dost thou own 
The future hath no promise from the past, 

Thy glance, if onward thrown, 
Ever on shrouding mists is vainly cast. 

But there is light, 
Light from on high, might bathe thine endless way ; 

Oh ! linger not in night 
While round thy closed tent shines the unfolding day; 

Pilgrim, hear ! 
God's word alone, by His own Spirit's power — 

His offer'd power — made clear, 
Can give thy wistful eye to see the immortal dower. 
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SUGGESTED BY A VISIT TO COWPER'S GARDEN. 



Fair blooms the Rose,* 

Where the Poet trod, 
No grief he knows, 

He is with his God ; 
He sees no more, 

As he looks below, 
The sign it bore 

Of the heart's deep woe. 

The gloom is gone 

From the Earth away, 
The light hath shone 

Of a purer day; 

* See the Poem beginning, "The Rose had been wash'd," &c. 
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The Rose is now 
As the emblem blest 

Of flowers that grow 
In the realms of rest. 

The Poet knows, 

In his home above, 
His earthly woes 

Were but veiled love; 
His life-stream pass'd 

In its sadness by, 
— It only glass'd 

The inverted sky. 

We read not right 

'Midst our sorrows' swell 
The full delight 

Which they yet foretell, — 
In contrast strong 

Would each pang reveal 
The joys ere long 

That the Blest shall feel. 



HI 
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The flow'rs of life, 

To our boding fears, 
Where death is rife, 

May seem bow'd with tears,- 
When light shall shine 

From Heaven's path on this, 
They are types divine 

Of the coming bliss. 

And earthly woe, 

From the heavenly shore, 
When our glance shall go 

All its windings o'er, 
Reversed shall bear, 

To the quicken'd eye, 
The image fair 

Of the life on high. 
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Upon my nightly couch I lay, 
Tired with a long and weary day 
Of hollow smiles and petty cares. 
And well I ween such period wears 
The harass'd spirit more than years. 
Though I had stol'n full many a look 
Of anxious hope on Nature's book, 
Nor joy, nor peace, nor stormy rage 
Was painted there ; a dreary page 
Lay open to the gazer's view, 
The dull sky wore no living hue, 
The trees no fairy shadow threw ; 
No insect's hum, no glad bird's call 
Was heard; the slow rain's ceaseless fall 
Linger'd throughout that joyless day, 
And when the pale light pass'd away 
In deadlier silence Nature lay. 
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My mind was like the outward scenej 
Nor kindling thought, nor hope serene 
Dispell'd the stagnant calm which spread 
Heavy, oppressive, round my head. 
I dream'd not that beneath such sky 
One breeze could play, when suddenly 
A wandering blast my casement shook 
And all my spirit's fetters broke. 
That blast did bring, with nerving power, 
Remembrance of our being's dower ; 
'Twas like a mystic sign, and deep 
Of life where all seem'd death or sleep ; 
Vivid the thought it roused in me 
Of quenchless immortality ! — 
As breaks upon the gloomy night 
The morning star's prophetic light, 
So, on the darkness of my mind, 
Arose that beam of promise kind ; 
And then the weary world no more 
Retain' d the sway it held before ; 
The lifeless silence which had prest 
Too strangely, heavily, for rest, 
'Midst moveless air, which laid that hour 
A spell upon the spirit's power, 
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Gave place to freedom of the soul. 

To high thoughts, spurning all control. 

Eternity's vast realms of light 

Came o'er my spirit's strengthen'd sight, — 

With eagle-vision she explored 

The wonders in those regions stored. 

And won from that bright world she view'd 

A part of its infinitude. 
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On fair Columbia's far-stretch'd plains 
The sun looks kindly down, 

His brightest beams her wide domains 
And glorious mountains crown. 

And what, his stately path along, 
Sees the bright King of Day? 

He sees glad rivers broad and strong 
Hold their rejoicing way; 

He sees dark forests frowning there, 

In proud primeval gloom, 
But his refulgent rays may ne'er 

Their far, far depths illume ; 
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He sees a people great and free, 

All monarchs of the land, 
Binding the chains of slavery 

Round their own household band; 

He sees a nation who hath shed 

At freedom's shrine her blood, 
Offering her sons in sacrifice 

To Thraldom's demon-god; 

He sees a people gifted high 

With the bright dower of Mind, 
Bidding the germs of knowledge die 

In the spirits of their kind ; 

He sees a people bending low 

Before their Maker's throne, 
Yet spurning those His name who know 

And His high mandates own. 

Strange sights are these ! but is there nought, 

Beyond his piercing ken, 
Working within the world of thought 

In the deep minds of men? 
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Is there no high and heavenly pow'r, 

Unmark'd by mortal eye, 
Yet gaining strength with every hour 

And conquering silently, — 

Bending the haughtiest souls to own 

The might of Duty's spell, 
And making Reason's high demands 

The force of Custom quell, — 

Nerving the lowliest, gentlest hearts, 
Where burning thoughts are rife, 

Bidding them wage, 'gainst human wrong, 
A brave determined strife — 

A strife whose arms of temper high, 
From love's own sphere descend ; 

A strife which death may sanctify, 
But Victory only end ? 

Such power there is, and not in vain 

Works its high energy, 
And soon before its gather'd bands 

The adverse hosts shall flee ; 
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And Freedom's fairest blessings, shed 

That injured race above, 
Shall prove the quenchless might of Truth, 

The sacred strength of Love. 

1841. 
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Hath every truth been found 
At which the mind of man can e'er arrive? 

Is all but trodden ground, 
And have we nothing left for which to strive ? 

Are there not towering heights 
Of knowledge yet for human thought to climb ? 

And fair, far-shining lights 
Whose rays, on-beaming from the dawn of time, 

As yet have gilded not 
The distant dimness of our soul's low sphere ? 

And realms long vainly sought 
Which to some keener sight may yet appear? 
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Such hopes there surely are 
Still left to dignify and bless our kind; 

And shall man rashly dare 
The energies of his own race to bind ? 

Is it for him to chain 
The foot which might have gain'd the mountain- 
height? 

In darkness to detain 
The eye which might have met the coming light? 

Shall he, from hour to hour, 
Bid the soul waste in ignorance away. 

Which might have pour'd a dower 
Of glory on the name of man for aye? 

Awake ! it cannot be, 
Thou youngest-born of Nations, who dost hold 

In bright futurity 
A higher stake, an interest yet untold, 

Thou who dost boast to lend 
To the old states of earth a nobler plan, 

That thou should'st thus intend 
Treason against the majesty of man ! 



1841. 
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The meaning of this little poem may be elucidated by the remark, that 
in "the Past," Pagan times are alluded to ; in " the Present," the imperfectly 
realized Christianity of our own age ; and in " the Future,'* the coming 
period when our Divine Religion will have fuller sway : — the influence of 
Woman being in each stage beneficial, but modified in its development by 
the spiritual condition of our race. 



She hath been as the mournful moon, 
The Night her drear domain, — 

Struggling with every phase of woe, 
With every cloud of pain : 

Yet with a soft and silvery beam 
Hallowing each cloud the while, 

And shedding o'er the weary wild 
Her saddest, sweetest smile. 



woman's past, present, and future. 153 

She is as yonder heavenly bow 

Uprising from the earth, 
The pledge of peace, the glowing sign 

Of Hope's immortal birth : 

Yet on a cloud of deepest gloom «, 

Resting her radiant form, — 
An angel with a weeping eye 

An angel of the storm. 

She shall be as the morning light 

Chasing the shades away, 
Cheering the watcher's weary gaze 

With long expected day : 

Wakening to tasks of holiest aim 

The slumberers of the night ; 
Winning from hours of darkness past 

Her glory and her might. 
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They that have loved an exile most not mourn, 
To see him parting for his native bourne 
O'er the dark sea."— Hjbmans. 



Life's load is heavy, and we bow 

Beneath the burden wearily ; 
But shall we faint in weakness now 

That one is free ? 

Life's way is dark, the clouds of woe 

Veil the faint star-beams from our sight ; 
Yet press we onward, for we know 

One is in light ! 

Life's course is long, our weary hearts 
Pant for the goal with toil distrest ; 
Yet strength the blessed thought imparts, 

One is at rest ! 
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Life's pains are sharp — the aching head 

Seeks a short hour of rest in vain ; 
Yet on one brow repose is shed, 

One has no pain ! 

Life's dreary waste is wild and rude, 

And shelterless our footsteps roam; 
Yet is our failing strength renew'd — 

One is at home ! 

Life's wants are fierce — from burning thirst 

No stream our spirits may restore ; 
One dwells where living fountains burst, 

And thirsts no more ! 

Life's conflict thickens — from the strife, 
Wounded and worn, we seek release, 
But the rude warfare still is rife — 

One is in peace ! 

Life's ills are piercing — wild the woe 

Fills the lone heart by grief opprest ; 
Yet 'midst our tears 'tis bliss to know 

That one is blest ! 
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We come from the battle-field 

With victory round our brow, 
While the brethren-hearts are striving on 

In the doubtful conflict now. 
We come from the harvest-field, 

Ere the burning sun is high, 
There we have left the reaper-bands 

Still toiling wearily. 

We come from a darken'd place, 

The lights are fading there, 
Its flowers are witherd, and its stars 

Shine faint through the changeful air. 
We come from the home of death, 

Where the aching eye is dim, 
From a land where the sounds of life 

Are the wail of a funeral hymn. 
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We go to a sunny land, 

Whose bright flowers never close, 
There is no blight upon the trees, 

No canker in the rose ; 
Where the day can ne'er o'ercast, 

The sky knows no sunset hue. 
We go where the bright and fair 

Are the enduring and the true ! 

1836. E. R. D. 
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My evening walk was dreary, 
For clouded was the sky, 
And scarce like summer's balmy breath 
The breeze that floated by. 

I wander'd on in sadness, 
By weary thoughts opprest; 
The Past wore nought of lasting bliss, 
The Future nought of rest. 

Along the dark green hedge-row 
I cast a listless eye, — 
A tender flower was sleeping there 
Of pure ethereal dye; 
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It was the lovely Harebell, 
My childhood's darling flowY, 
Blooming where oft its buds were hail'd 
In childhood's joyous hour. 

It told of vanish'd blessings 
Returning yet again. 
It told of amaranthine hopes 

Which may not bloom in vain. 

It spoke of one, whose being 
Was mingled with mine own, 
One by whose side, as flower by flower, 
My spirit's life had grown. 

Our mutual love had hallow' d 
The Harebell's slender form, 
And robed it in a veil of light 

With youthful fancies warm. 

With thought of her, no longer 
Might faintness bow my soul, — 
Glad vigour raised its tone beyond 
That gloomy hour's control; 
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I knew that she was pressing 
Undaunted on her way, 
Though o'er her path as on my own 
A heavy shadow lay; 

And I felt the Love Eternal 
That aided her, was mine. — 
He sent me thus, by that simple flower, 
A gift of strength divine 



amt 



" Where is thy home? 
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" Where upon the breeze of Spring 
Violet banks their odours fling; 
Where amid the budding flow'rs 
Brightly pass'd my childhood's hours; 

There is my home — 

Where, the stately trees among, 
Birds the early year have sung, 
And the softly whispering wind 
Ruled the dreamings of the mind; 

There is my home — 

Where Affection's constant eye 
Hath been ever watching nigh, 
Kindling with a warmer light 
Than the hearth-fire's blaze by night; 

There is my home— 1 

M 



Where the sunbeam of her smile 
Pain and sorrow could beguile 
Into beauty of repose, 
Like the light on Alpine snows; 

There is my home — 

Where, when care the life bath weigh'd, 
Kindred hearts its force have stay'd, 
And the music of a word 
Blissfully the gloom hath stirr'd; 

There is my home." 

" Is such thy home 1 — 

Violets fade when Spring is past, 
Sear leaves scatter iu the blast, 
Childhood's joys and life's young dreams 
Waste and fail like summer streams ; 

Is such thy home I 

E'en Affection's light is gone 
Quickly where it brightliest shone. 
And the tones that charm'd thy care 
Leave dead silence on the air; 

Is such thy home?" 
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" Not such my home — 

Where the flowers may never die, 
Where the tempest comes not nigh, 
Where the dreams with hope that glow 
Disappointment ne'er may know ; 

There be my home — 

Where the smile shall ever stay, 
No loved glance shall pass away, 
Nor the cherish'd form grow pale, 
Nor the tones of fondness fail; 

There be my home — 

Where the yearning heart may rest 
Of unchanging bliss possest, 
For our linked lives shall be, 
Saviour, evermore with Thee ! 

There be my home." 
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Nerve thee, young Pilgrim! thou hast gain'd 

That gentle height to-day, 
The lowliest of the mountain-chain 

O'er which thy feet may stray. 

The past ascent before thee now 

In open vision lies, 
Through verdant fields and flowery slopes, 

'Neath soft and sunny skies. 

And o'er thine onward pathway glow 

Such gleams of golden light, 
What marvel, glad one, if thy heart 

Beat high with strange delight! 

But o'er the distant summits still 

A veil of mist is spread, 
Hiding each chasm and scarped rock 

That waits thy shrinking tread. 
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There is biti One whose hand can lead 

In perfect safety on; 
There is but One whose love can bless 

When life's young hopes are gone : 

That love, that hand, will still be near 
Though tempests rage above ; — 

Lean only on that guiding hand, 
Rest only in that love ! 
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Tib a happy resting-place 
Gentle child, for thee; 
And the gladness from thy face 
Beameth tenderly, 
For thy Mother's soft caress 
Makes thy young life's blessedness. 

And the brightly glancing smile, 

Thou dost upward dart, 
Wakes as warm a bliss the while 
In that sheltering heart — 
So the woodbine fragrance flings 
Round the column where it clings. 

Bliss as warm ? — nay, warmer far ! 

Childhood may not know 
How the beams of Faith's pure star 
Brighton all below; 
For an eye thou canst not see 
Looks with guardian love on thee. 
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And thy Mother's hope can rise 
Heav'nward, heav'nward still, 
While her trusting soul defies 
Thought of future ill, 
Since she knows that mightiest Love 
Deigns to watch thy path above, 

Marks the wants of every hour, 

Gilds with light thy way, 
Shields thee from the tempest's pow'r, 
From the noon's fierce ray, 
Listens to thy prayer's low call, 
Gives a Saviour — gives thee all. 
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Tree of the past ! through many an age 
Thou hast mark'd the flight of time, 

And thou standest yet on the mountain top, 
In thine early strength sublime. 

And many a page in man's destiny 
Hath been wide before thee spread ; 

Nations the mighty and brave have ris'n, 
And like sunset gleams have fled. 

Yet each human soul of those multitudes 
Hath a life unknown by thee — 

— Cedar ! thine age is a viewless point 
In the range of eternity ! 
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[The following lines were suggested by an incident given in the Rev. 
G. Pisk's " Pastor's Memorial." In relating his travels through the 
Desert to Palestine, he mentions with great interest the Sheik who was at 
the head of the escort which conducted the travellers from Cairo to 
Akabah. This roan, by name Suleiman, appears to have been a noble 
specimen of the Arab character ; he was murdered by a hostile tribe before 
reaching Akabah. Mr. Fisk writes thus of his own arrival at Akabah — 
where he fixed his tent among the palm-groves without the walls : — 

" When we had arrived, I could scarcely see any object but the tall palm- 
trees above me, when suddenly I felt a hand drawing the Halter of the 
camel from mine, and preparing to make the animal kneel down for me to 
dismount. I guessed it was a friend, but knew not who it was. Scarcely 
had the camel knelt on the sand, when I found myself grasped by a pair of 
strong arms, and fairly lifted off the saddle. I was next kissed on both 
cheeks after the Arab manner, by a bearded person, who, with a sobbing 
voice, pronounced the name of 'Suleiman;' I recognised the voice of 
poor Juma, (the nephew of the deceased Sheik,) who had reached Akabah 
in safety, and was the first to greet me in this affecting way. It quite 
touched my heart, thus, in a wild spot of the earth, to be greeted as 
a friend. I felt as if Akabah was a home for me."— P. 184.] 



The sun was down, and her starry crown 
The Eastern Night was wearing; 

While with weary pace, to the halting-place, 
Were our camels onward faring. 
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Toilsome and waste was the path we had traced, 

And mark'd by the blood of one, 
Whose bearing free and bold courtesy, 

A place in our hearts had won. 

With spirits worn by the toil we had borne, 

And frames by that toil opprest, 
We near'd the place which a brief brief space 

Was to be our home of rest. 

But who will meet, and the wanderers greet 
With the blessed voice of love? — 

No roof is here till the tent we rear, 
Save the solemn skies above ; 

No wife's glad smile, which hath fill'd erewhile 

With rapture the beating heart; 
No children's play at the close of day 

To win us to bear our part ! 

In silence deep o'er each stocky steep 

Our weary train hath past, 
And the camels have heard the welcome word 

Which hath bidden them halt at last. 
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By the darkness of night shrouded from sight, 
A form to my side did steal; 

On my camel's bridle he laid his hand 
And he gave the sign to kneel; 

And he lifted me from my saddle-tree, 

And no word of greeting said, 
But he kiss'd my cheek with a brother's kiss, 

And he named the name of the dead, — 

That murder'd chief, for whose fate our grief 

'Mid the desert sands had flow'd, — 
His name was the sign of the sympathy 

In our mutual hearts that glow'd 1 

And I felt that e'en there, in the desert bare, 

The wanderer Home had found, 
For a tender thought of the noble dead 

Cast a hallowing charm around. 

And the lonely gloom no more had room 

On my pilgrim heart to press, 
For the voice of one whose grief I had known 

Made a home in the wilderness. 
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Is there no name which a warmer flame 

In the Christian's heart awakes, 
When, to care a prey, his weary way 

Through the desert world he takes? 

• 

One whisper'd word in the darkness heard, 

Though from stranger-lips it come, 
Will cheer each spot where our tent is pitch'd 

With the bliss of our better home. 

'Tis the Name Divine, which we feel the sign 

Of a holy brotber-love ; 
For our hearts' deep pain for the Blest One slain, 

Is a bond all bonds above. 

Be it ours to cheer, in moments drear, 

The path of the pilgrim soul, 
With a name loved more than on Araby's shore 

On the ear of the wanderer stole ! 



amtnm Aanttx at gamut 



Where the evening sky is bright, 
And the hills in golden light 
Streak'd with softest shadows lie, 
Fondly roves our listless eye ; 

Ever sadly seeking there 
Realms more distant and more fair, 
Picturing in each far recess 
Scenes of unknown blessedness; 

In those crimson clouds above 
Fancying homes of peaceful love, 
Dreaming of a paradise 
Where no hidden serpent lies. 

Onward, onward still, our gaze 
O'er the lessening landscape strays, 
In the half-unconscious quest 
Of a deeper holier rest 
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For the thoughts and hopes that lay 
Bound in slumber through the day, 
Waken with mysterious pow'r 
In the glowing sunset hour; 

And the splendours that we see 
Sway us strongly, silently ; — 
Oft a truth of import high 
Wins the spirit through the eye; 

Lovingly the hills at eve 
Do the hues of heaven receive, 
All the glory o'er them spread 
From a purer sphere is shed : 

Even thus, that light may pour 
Our wild waste of being o'er, 
Giving richest beauty birth, 
Heaven must mingle with the Earth. 
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" Friends, kind friends, whose voice of greeting 
Falls in music on mine ear, 
With glad words and gentle, meeting 
Joyously the opening year; 

Will ye, as that year is passing, 

Near me still in love abide, 
Though the changeful stream be glassing 

Darkest storm-clouds in its tide? 

Will no adverse seasons change ye — 

Hours of care and bitter woe? 

Will no alien thoughts estrange ye, 

* 

As my heart ye deeplier know? 

May not Death's dark shadow sever 

Ev'n the dearest from my view, 
Rending from me those who never, 

Never, could have proved untrue?" 
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" All that human love can lend thee, 
Clinging spirit! we will give; 
Yet must change and loss attend thee, 
If on love like this thou live. 

Do not dream thy thirst of quelling 
With the dew-drops of the morn ! 

Do not make these tents thy dwelling 
By the first rude tempest torn!" 

" Is there none whose love can render 
Certain promise to my soul? 
None whose kindness, sure and tender, 
Change or death may ne'er control? 

While the year is passing o'er me, 
Saviour ! will not Thou be nigh, 

Though distress or pain before me, 
In its unknown course may lie?" 

" Frail one, yes! the storms of sorrow 
Shall not rend thee from my side ; 
From my love thy comfort borrow, 
In that changeless love abide !" 
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Sweetest blossom that the Spring 
From her hidden store doth bring, 
Joyous be thy welcoming ! 

Mystery dwells around thy birth — 
Not from cold and senseless earth 
Spring such beauty and such worth. 

With a wondrous meaning fraught, 

Spirit-lore by thee is taught, 

— Thou art like embodied thought ! 

Gazing on thy lovely hue 
Childhood's vanish'd hopes seem true, 
And our life again is new. 

Thou dost greet us tenderly, 
And the fragrance lies in thee 
Like a smile in memory. 

N 
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FloVr! thy bads may well appear 
MissionM firom another sphere 
To the hearts that languish here, 

Whispering in the hour of woe, 
There are brighter realms which glow 
With a life earth may not know ; 

Regions where thy fairy form, 
With a richer radiance warm, 
Bows no more beneath the storm; 

Where like ether beauty flows, 
And the charms thou dost disclose 
Dwell in glory of repose. 

Cheer thou still our spirits' night, 
Kindly tokening to our sight 
All the hidden world of light ! 
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Up to great deeds and high ! It is the day 

For vigorous doings and unyielding strife ; 

The strife of Good with Evil, Death with Life. 

Let not the canker eat its subtle way 

Into our spirits' might. A dark array 

Of ignorance, and vice, and folly rife 

With woe, crime's poison'd cup, war's open'd knife, 

And. withering selfishness, makes man its prey. 

Tis ours by earnest self-command, to turn 

All into good; in exercise' find strength, 

Wisdom in time ; the thought of ill to spurn ; 

By sorrow's path to cheer life's weary length; 

The weak to counsel or to point aright, 

And by untiring love to shed on all our light. 

E. R. D. 
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Time bears thee onward, and each melody 
Of living Nature, with soul-quick'ning sound, 
Speaks the same word of high behest to thee, 
Bidding thy spirit spurn the narrow bound 
Of the eramp'd Present Truths which thou 1 

Are not thy world's West Pillars, but the Straits 
Through which thou seek'st the region that awaits 
The sail that dares esplore Thought's orb around. 



Thus bo it still with thee, and pressing ever 
On to the bright unknown, Oh, may thy way, 
By man-raised mists of falsehood darken'd novel 
Be safely guided by the promised ray 
Of Him, the Spirit op Truth, and each endeavour 
Still to Hi8 glory tend whom winds and waves obey! 
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Germania's worahipp'd Poet dying cried 
For "light! more light!" his life's enigma solving. 
More light he ever needed, light supplied 
From Heaven alone; while minor stars revolving 
Look'd to him as their sun, that orh was dimm'd 
With regions of dark depth ; a lurid ray 
As in eclipse it gave ; yet nations hymn'd 
His praise, intolerant of brighter day; 
Darkness they loved, and they forgave his fame, 
His genius and his intellectual power, 
Because like fabled Titan forth he came, 
Warring with heaven— yet heaven still bides its hour, 
The death-hour shows the man. On us shine 
True Day-star of the soul, in death our light he Thine ! 
F. R. 
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How all unlike that early setting star, 

Not darken'd, lost to view in dawning light, 

Whose studious lamp, at midnight gleaming bright, 

Oft by revering crowds was watch'd afar ; 

Of lonely vigils telling, whence a stream 

Of song, like dew, should arid souls restore. 

For him in death the fount of light flow'd o'er 

From cloudless heaven with soul-reviving beam, 

Showing a spirit-land, with radiant skies, 

Spring verdure, autumn glow, and summer flower, 

Where purple mountains in blue ether tower ; 

" Thither I go" — the bard expiring cries — 

" Light, light is all around — with eager heart, 

To that celestial region I depart!" 

F. R. 
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Is the lot mine, upon the wings of morn 
Rising, at heaven's bright portal to rejoice, 
And pour forth rich strains with exulting voice, — 
The gladsome song-notes of high rapture born : 
Or is it mine upon the piercing thorn 
To lean, and utter forth the tones of woe, 
To Thee appealing from the hate and scorn 
And varied griefs that human spirits know ? 

My Father, as Thou wilt ! for unto Thee 
Thy children's saddest melodies are dear, 
And Sorrow's tones find sympathy as free 
As Joy's. May but the strains that reach Thine ear, 
Rejoicing, tell of Him who blesseth me, 
Or sorrowing, breathe His name who dries the mourner's 
tear. 
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Cold was the morning, frozen o'er the ground, 

The heavy clouds betoken'd coming snow, 

Hush'd were the waters with their music flow, 

Ice-bound the flowers that once had waved around. 

Here, at his wonted game, the boy was found, 

With tatter' d coat, no hose and slip-shod shoe, 

His bared foot showing many a recent wound : 

Poor boy ! thy childish joys may be but few, 

For thee, perhaps, awaits no fire-side glee. — 

Man in his waywardness surpasseth thee t 

Wounded and weary, still in chase we roam 

After earth's phantom pleasures, through all lands 

Above, below, we seek; while yonder stands 

Open to us our Heavenly Father's home. 

E. R. D. 

1849. 
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(CHRISTMAS.) 



The season brings its memories of bliss, 
Shining through sorrow, as the stars may shine 
Amid careering clouds. Thy happiness 
Far in the heavens is set; each stedfast sign 
Storms may awhile obscure, but no decline 
On high that radiance knows. Thy loved one dwelleth 
Where all bright rays of human bliss combine, 
Reflecting still the " glory that excelleth." 

He waits thee there — but not with wild desire 

Storming the Future, as we wait the weal 

Of the beloved ; for him Faith's wavering fire 

Hath won calm air; to him thy griefs reveal 

What tenderer joys thy spirit shall inspire 

When the Pierced Hand thy deepest wounds shall heal. 
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God of our life ! the breezy hills are Thine ; 

And all the rapture on their summits known, 

When care and grief for one blest hour have flown, 

Is a sweet gift from Thee, — a gentle sign 

That human spirits share in love Divine ; 

That round the heights of Thy creation thrown, 

Not for delight of angel-minds alone, 

The glories beaming from Thy presence shine. 

Oh look on those whose footsteps may not tread 
These paths, who may not breathe this gladd'ning air ! 
Look on the loved, the languishing, and shed, 
Like silent dew upon each drooping head, 
A deeper bliss, a strength Thy will to bear, 
A holy "joy of grief," which angels do not share. 
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Hour of strange joy and peaceful luxury 1 
Time of still thought and quiet happiness ! 
How often hath my spirit drunk the bliss, 
The passion-quelling power of thy dim sky. 
Grief spends herself in thy faint zephyr's sigh, 
Our hearts' deep anguish in thy hush is still'd, 
And all the pangs of torturing memory 
Are laid in slumber by thy music wild; 
Of our most clinging sorrows thus beguiled 
Freely we yield ourselves to thy blest spell ; 
As the deep waters in their mighty swell 
Yield to the influence of the halcyon mild, 
Forget the mountain-height to which they rose, 
And silently subside to full repose. 



Xi s gtrattli gbttttr. 



Cheek thee, beloved one ! few may bo the flowers 
Aloiig thy toilsome path to bless thee Btrown, 
And sad memorials of dear hopes o'erthrown 
Scattering the rough way, mark the weary horn 
The dewed freshness of thy soul's young pow'n 
Exhales before the noontide's burning heat, 
And when the lurid tempest darkly low'rs 
Tliy shrinking steps may find no safe retreat. 



Yet cheer thee ! onward in the glowing west 
One fair blue outline meets thy tearful eye, 
The everlasting hills — thy home — where lie 
The mansions of thy bright unchanging rest; 
And in the hush of evo are floating by, 
From those far regions pour'd, the harpings of the blea 




Do they not fall upon thy fainting heart, 
Those strains of heaven, as falls the mountain- song 
Ou the Swiss exile's ear? And hark ! among 
The blissful notes, ono dearer tone hath part — 
Clear, sweet, and oh, how glad ! And if tears start, 
Tears of deep love and yearning, to thine eye, 
Doth not bright Hope her beams of splendour dart, 
1'ieturmg the rainbow on them gloriously! 
And the hoarse murmur of each earth-born care, 
Still'd by the soul-subduing music, dies, 
And sorrow from thy kindling spirit flies, 
And thou grow'st strong the storms of earth to bear, 
While that loved music stealeth from the skies, 
Calling thy footsteps on to join the anthem there. 



" Mike mo Thins 1 only ! let me add but one 
To those refulgent steps, all uodefiled. 
Which ghirious miuds hare piled, 

By bright self-offering, fervent, childlike, lone, 

Mna. Heuams' "Prayer of s lonely 0V1 
Lit ovcrcoiDeth will I tnnke a Pillar in the Temple of m 



Is the lone stillness of the awful night 

The lowly pray'r is breathed; the weary quest 

Of earthly joy, and fame's false meteor-light 

The soul hath yielded long ; and, inly blest 

With the glad earnest of eternal rest, 

A. meek, yet mighty sense of power descends 

Deep through the headings of the couscious breast, 

And to devotcdncss higli fervour lends; 

And while the lieav'11-in.stJllM dewire ascends, 

Wing'd by Faith's most subdued humility, 

The Eternal Saviour from His glory bends 

His willing ear, to His own Spirit's cry, 

And deeply fraught the uulook'd-for answer sends 

With richness of His love's infinity. 
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" Yes, while on earth's low realms I bid thee stay 
Not vainly pass'd shall thine existence be, 
Thy fellows now in error's maze astray 
Shall reach the footstool of my truth by thee. 
But when, from sin's encumb'ring mass made free, 
Thy lowly service on the earth is o'er, 
No more a Step, a Pillar shalt thou be, 
Fix'd in my Temple, to go out no more !" 

Oh words of glorious promise, which bestow 
Hope on our being, by no doubt alloy'd ; 
Bidding our strongest prayers unfearing flow, 
Making heaven's bliss in earth's low state enjoy 'd ! 
Not only may we serve our God below, 
But to His praise be soon in higher forms employed. 



SjMisttmtj it fimitt cf GEbtlSl^ojj. 



Silence is in the spirit's shadowy halls — 

But it quick breeze of sudden memory wakes. 

And rushing through, the heavy slumber breaks 

Of many a long-hush'd echo; here appals 

Some sound of woe from waken'd griefs; there falls 

The wail of disappointed hope; and now 

The voice of e;igi!r j<>y >.'i gladness calls, 

Or high tkniks^iving fur some granted vow. 

To what is this mysterious music tending, 
This strange re-wakening of our parted life, 
In sounds so many-voiced, yet none at sti'iiu '! 
Hark ! the strong present all those wild notes blending 
Makes joyous thoughts and sad <>«<.■ ."train become, 
Breathing forth one deep prayer — " Father, Thy wil 
be done 
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Life's night is passing wearily with thee, 
Thou sorrow-laden ! fitful feverish dreams 
Harass thy spirit, and full oft there seems 
A spectre of dark ill thou canst not flee, 
Held in pain's grasp of stern ferocity, 
And as the hours move on, the shades more deep 
And drearier grow, — our poor Humanity 
Seems born alone to suffer, watch, and weep. 

Yet each dark hour we count doth pass away, 
Away for ever, and upon thine eyes 
Soon shall some morning star of hope arise, 
The bright forerunner of a brighter day ; 
A day of endless love, thou loving one ! 
Weep not, Who sends the night will send the rising sun. 

o 
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What is thy work in heaven, undaunted one ? 
Oppression dwells not there, to rouse the ire 
Of thine indignant eye ; nor sufferings dire ; 
Nor wayward souls, by sin's fell power undone : 
Nought that on earth thine effort ask'd and won 
Cm claim thy labour there. Yet must there lie 
Some noble task before thee, and we sigh 
To learn the new career thou hast begun. 

We may not know ! Enough that thou, — who here 
'Mid evil's abject scenes hath labour'd still, 
Fearlessly, faithfully, — the higher sphere 
Of purity attaining, dost fulfil 
— Whate'er the high behest that meets thine ear — 
With deathless zeal and power the Eternal Master's will. 
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" All Thy works shall praise Thee, Lord, and Thy saints shall bless 

Thee."— Psalm cxlv. 10. 



Being is homage. Morning never breaks 

But rock, and mountain, and far-stretching vale, 

And wood, emerging from the twilight pale, 

Stand forth in speaking glory. Music wakes 

— Or heard, or felt — from all things. Praise o'ertakes 

The footsteps of the Life-Bestower; gale 

Whispers to gale Thy greatness; answer makes 

To Ocean's voice each streamlet of the dale. 

All Nature is Thy temple, echoing still 
With anthem-service, 'while the fragrant wreaths 
From incense of thank-offering rise, and fill 
The unmeasured fane. But deeper worship breathes 
Within Thy Living Temples; — everywhere 
\s Maker be Thou own'd : as Sufferer, Saviour, there. 
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The House of Pagan glory waste is lying, 
Its proud magnificence for ever flown, — 
Through the rent walls the breeze of evening sighing, 
Wakes but a melody of mournful tone. 
The moon hath risen, her tender light is thrown 
O'er arch and pile, as if in love she sought 
Thus to repair the desolation wrought, 
And raise the Past by beauty's spell alone. 
It may not be ! Yet where these heaps are strown 
A higher marvel works. The Eternal here 
Is shaping forth full many a living stone, 
His Holy Temple from the dust to rear. 
Our sun shall rise, the fall'n His beam shall own, 
And the true Fane at once in splendour shall appear ! 
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" His servants shall serve Him."— Revelation xxii. 3. 



Fain would we serve Thee here. There is no bliss, 
No freedom, like Thy service. Joyously 
The spirit rises at Thy call. But we 
Are of the earth, and oft our grief is this, 
That Thine high bidding, Lord, is done amiss; 
Or that the strength that should be spent for Thee 
Is sapp'd by sin, or pain, or misery, 
And life goes on in dreary uselessness. 

Not thus, not thus for ever! When we bow 
Before Thy radiant throne, and see Thy face, 
And wear Thy name in glory on our brow, 
The weakness of this mortal shall give place 
To strength of immortality, and Thou 
Wilt own the service then we may not render now. 
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"Who for the joy that was set before Him endured the cross.' 

Hebrews xii. 2. 



I. 

Saviour, how couldst Thou the cross endure 1 
How could Thy loving spirit bear the weight 
Of Earth's contempt, and Hell's malignant hate 
— Heaven's smile in darkness veil'd. — Thou who wast 

pure, 
Thou whom no wily art could e'er allure 
To evil, alien from thine inmost being; 
Who didst resist, till the foil'd Tempter fleeing 
Left Thee in Thine own holiness secure ; 
To Thee the sight of guilt was agony, 
How couldst thou bear its pressure, when it lay 
On Thy devoted head so heavily? 
Saviour, what was then Thy spirit's stay] 
The coming joy in prospect Thou didst see 
The bliss of countless souls ransom'd from guilt by Thee. 
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t 

The might of love making that bliss Thine own 
Nerved Thee in suffering, and the purity 
Which dwelt — like light in noontide sun — in Thee, 
On the dark forms of evil, thickly strown 
Around Thine earthly path, o'erflow'd. Unknown, 
Unloved, that holy beam ! and deeplier fell 
The dense malignant shades. Yet light alone, 
Pour'd freely forth, could e'er that darkness quell. 

And Thou didst pour it forth ; and it hath won 
Each hour upon the darkness. Near Thee now, 
As light-fill'd planets round their central sun, 
Blest human spirits move. And, Saviour, Thou 
Art still the o'erflowing fount of holiness, — 
Pour on, and let Thy light Thy whole creation bless ! 
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" That they all may be one, as Thou, Father, art in me, and I in Thee ; 
that they also may be one in Us." — John xvii. 21. 



Amidst a world of alien thoughts and cares 
We dwell ; and answering minds are few and far ; 
The paths of those born 'neath one genial star 
Kun parallel, and meet not ; Reason bears 
Of lonely thought a burden, which impairs 
Her vital strength; and Sorrow weeps alone, 
For Heaven hath garner'd to itself its own ; 
And Joy is joyless which no loved one shares. 

Falls on the ear a voice of power divine— 



" Peace, yearning heart ! The life thou hast in Me 
Is not a lonely being. Who are mine 
In Me find union. Rude diversity, 
Time-born, with Time shall pass, and, faultless, ye 
Rays of the same bright orb, many, yet one, shall be." 



%\t Atoning Star* 



Fair evening star, that glidest on 

After the sun's departing glow, 
From thy bright sphere thou lookest down 

On the dim darkening earth below. 
Hastening as from unlovely sight, 

From saddening scene of weary woe, 
Thine element of life is light, 

A keener ray than earth may know. 

Ev'n so the spirit heavenward raised, 

Should cleave, like thee, to light divine, 
Happy if on her Lord she gazed, 

Her fount of life, as thou on thine. 
Blest if she follow where He goes, 

Brightening at eve, like thee, to shine, 
Fairest at last her day to close, 

Sweet evening star, thy course be mine ! 

F. R. 



Mrdtm fajyett rfanbmg on t\t Summit of % gfort{j fill 
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AFTER AN INTERVAL OF NEARLY TEN TBAB8. 



Oh for a flash of lightning, the dark caves 
To reach, beneath whose night-like waves 
The past lies buried ; for one moment's sight 
Given to the spirit's eye, clear, full, and bright, 
Of what was then her life, that on prayer's altar-stone 
Now in the eye of Heaven glad incense might be strown. 

And from the depths of my full heart, a voice 
Bearing the swell of time, answers "Rejoice, 
Thou hast not let thy life's stream past thee flow 
Vainly unheeded, that thou canst not know 
That to this spot a Hallelujah chant belongs, 
1 They who have sown in tears have reap'd with songs.' " 
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And, Father, from this hour Thy Spirit's smile 
Be on us ever, so we learn the while 
How Earth may rise to Heaven, and the day 
Of triumph, closing in our mortal way, 
May with its morning stars on watching eyelids beam, 
And Heaven's own joy and Earth's be but one onward 
stream. 

Malvern, 1842. £. R. D. 
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" He that hath found some fledged bird's nest may know 

At first sight if the bird be flown, 
But what fair dell or grove he sings in now 

Tbis is to him unknown." — Henry Vaughan. 



I may not know where thou art gone, 
Which is thy dwelling- star, — 

Each orb its wonted light pours on, 
And each looks cold and far. 7 

Beams from thy bliss may never play 

On earth's unkindly face ; 
I may not through thy glowing day 

Thy tasks of rapture trace. 

I may not know what deeds are thine, 
Thou, made from weakness strong; 

I may not catch the tones divine 
Of thine exultant song. 
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What beauty robes thy spirit now 

My fancy may not dream, 
Though heavenly beauty round thy brow 

On earth was wont to beam. 

I may not know how high thou art 

Among the spirits pure, 
Ever was thine the noblest part, 

Scorning all sordid lure. 

What is the hue of life above ? 

— Oh thine no change hath known, 
On earth 'twas all-embracing love, 

Light from a warmer zone. 

And dearer thou canst scarcely be— 

Thou canst not be so dear 
To angel-hearts who dwell with thee, 

As to thy lorn ones here. 

Oh might I know what vistas bright 

Of wondrous knowledge shine, 
Thou good and wise ! before thy sight, • 

In ever-lengthening line. 



206 TO A DEPARTED FRIEND. 

Peace, peace, weak strivings, thought must fail, 

Seeking in vain to spell 
The laws of being that prevail 

Where holy spirits dwell. 

Enough to know that, trial o'er, 

The Saviour's bliss they share; 
Enough to know that evermore 

The smile of God is there. 
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SUGGESTED BY A SERMON OF THE REV.JAME8 HAMILTON, D.D. 



Where thy path with mercies strown, 
Richest gifts of heaven hath known, 
Raise thine Ebenezer stone ! 

Raise it where in music high, 
Choral hymn and harmony, 
On thine ear have floated by. 

Raise it where God's holy light— 
Love and Faith and young Hope bright- 
Hath baptized thy spirit's sight. 

But, Christian, chiefly where 
Grief hath hallowed the air, 
Raise thine Ebenezer there. 
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In the darkness of that night 
There hath risen unwonted light, 
Making even sorrow bright. 

And the richest graces stole 

Into thy despairing soul, 

Till the wounded one was whole. 

Of God's priceless gifts, the best — 
Making thee most deeply blest — 
Fill the trace by grief imprest. 

1845. E. R. D. 
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Breathe softly o'er the silent earth, 
Thou lonely wandering breeze ! 

Too blest for grief, too calm for mirth, 
Are holy hours like these. 

There is a presence in the scene, 
Which checks the eager breath ; 

'Tis like the quietness serene, 
The loveliness of death, — 

A peaceful death, where grief and sin 
Are but remember'd things, 

For the strong hope that dwells within 
A quelling influence flings, 
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Speaking the woes that wrung the soul 
Parted for evermore, x * 

And evil's long abhorr'd control 
A tyranny past o'er. 

i 

Before pervading, quenchless love 
All guilt, all fear, have fled; 

For deep-felt pardon from above 
A life in death hath shed. 

The spirit in her heavenward flight 

Hath cast upon the clay 
The shadow of that rich delight 

Which gilds her starlit way. 

And calmly laid, the form doth seem 
To wait, 'neath slumber's pow'r, 

— As earth expects the morning beam — 
Our being's sunrise hour. 



atttr ani> Wink 



" That may be affirmed of man which is not true of all the objects that 
surround him — never was an individual lost. 

"The trees that bloomed in Paradise are uprooted and gone. No 
fragment remains of the ark which floated over the deluged world, &c. &c." 
— MS. Sermon by John Foster. 



Where are the bright unsullied flow'rs 

In Paradise that grew, 
The trees that there, in noontide hours, 

Their cooling shadow threw ? 

Where is the Ark which safely sail'd 

On the flood's heaving tide, 
Still bearing on, though storms assail'd, 

And waves broke o'er its side 1 
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Where is the rod, before whose stroke 
The Red Sea's waves withdrew, 

That God's own tribes, their bondage broke, 
Might fearlessly pass through ? 

Where are they now? In vain the quest ! 

Their brief existence o'er, 
The atom-parts in wild unrest 

May wear those forms no more. 

But those who gather'd Eden's flowers, 
Who slept 'neath Eden's shade, 

Who dwelt amid the blissful bowers 
Where Eden's sunbeams play'd ; 

And those who built, with faithful hands, 

Their Ark of refuge strong; 
And those who on the Red Sea's sands, 

Raised high the exulting song : 

Are they no more ? We see them not, 
Their voice ne'er greets our ear, 

They do not share our earthly lot 
Of chequer'd hope and fear; 
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Yet still they are ! Oh ask not where ! 

But ask where thou shalt be, — 
For know, man, thou too dost share 

Their immortality ! 



®fee tfitu. 



" Abide in me, and I in you. As the branch cannot bear fruit of 
it-self, except it abide in the vine ; no more can ye, except ye abide in Me." 
St. JonN xv. 4. 



I pass'd the blooming vine 
In early summer-tide, 
And mark'd, with fragrant blossom fraught, 
Its boughs extending wide. 

Already to the glance 
Of Hope's prophetic eye 
It seem'd with sunny clusters crown'd, 
Or fruit of purple dye. 

The vintage-time came on, — 
Again I mark'd the tree, 
And saw the promise of the past 
Fulfill'd exultingly : 
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Save on one sever'd bough — 

There did no clusters smile, 
In withering wreaths the foliage hung 

So softly green erewhile. 
* * * * 

How should the Christian life 

Vigour or glory know, 
If rudely torn from Him who gave 

That life its early flow? 

Yet are there hours of dread, 
When evil's might prevails, 
And many a fierce temptation-blast 
The feeble branch assails. 

Affliction, Fear, and Doubt, 
And wildest thoughts are there, — 
How may the frail one hope unriven 
Their headlong force to bear ? 

Oh, while the tempest roars 
Ever with mightier sway, 
And rends from every bending bough 
Its weak supports away, 
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Saviour ! 'tis Thou canst give, 
Amid the raging strife, 
As from the vigour of the root, 
Each hour a stronger life. 

By Thee infused, our strength 
May well the storm defy ; — 
Oh, to uphold our souls in Thee, 
Life, Thine own Life, supply ! 
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I mark'd where in spotless whiteness lay 

A drifted wreath of snow ; 
To the stranger's eye there was nought to tell 

Of what might be below. 

But I knew that a crystal stream of yore 
Gush'd forth by that old grey stone, 

And I listening stood, till my bow'd ear caught, 
The sound of its gentle moan. 

And thus, I thought, to our Father God 
Are the hearts of his children known, 

O'er whose frozen depths to mortal eyes 
The spell of death is thrown. 
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He sees where the welling stream of life 

In his chosen time shall flow. 
He speaks the word, — in His own sun's light 

The unbound waters glow. 

1841. E. R. D. 
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Saviour, art Thou nigh ? 

Dreary is the night, 
Vainly do we sigh 

For the morning light 

Phantoms fierce and wild 
Glimmer through the shade ; 

Bid each trembling child, 
" Be not thou afraid." 

Evil is around, 

Evil is within; 
Purer, higher ground 

Shall the feeble win 1 
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Shall our weary feet 
Scale the heights above, 

Gain the heavenly seat, 
Rest in homes of love 1 

Shall the shadows flee % 
Shall the morning rise, 

And the forms we see 
Vanish from our eyes 1 

We have wander'd long, 
Hope is faint and low, 

Saviour ! Thou art strong, 
Aid us as we go. 

Through the gloom appear, 
Hallowing darkest night ; 

When we know Thee near 
Feebleness is might. 

Where Thy presence is 
Evil hath no place, 

Sorrow melts to bliss 
When we see Thy face. 
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Saviour ! Thou hast spoken, 

" Rest upon my name /" 
— Night's dread power is broken, 

Thou art still the same. 

Now the shades are deepest 

Night hangs heavily; 
Still in peace Thou keepest 

The souls that trust in Thee. 
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We live by Death. The flowers around us springing 
To the dead seed their living beauty owe ; 

And Spring's glad moments, hues and odours flinging, 
From Winter's barren hours have won their glow. 

The forests whelm'd beneath the swelling ocean, 
When raged the waves with rude primeval might, 

Perish'd amid the tempest's wild commotion 
The hearth-fires of our later world to light. 

The flocks that range in beauty round our dwelling, 
To fill our frames with vigour yield their breath ; 

For us they fall, for us their life-streams welling, 
Speak us the living pensioners on Death. 
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And is not, too, the life which fills our spirit 
Bestow'd by death, — His death, who from above 

Bow'd to the cross, that thus we might inherit 
A life of immortality and love ? 

blessed Saviour ! on Thy death relying 
Our souls find vigour for each passing day ; 

Ah, never from the memory of Thy dying 
Turn we in vagrant thought our gaze away ! 
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Saviour ! if Thy gentle tone , 
Reach our heart in moments lone, 
All the heavy clouds of care 
Melt, and leave heaven's sunshine there. 

When, with sorrow's weight opprest, 
Weary sighs distract our breast, 
We may hear Thy whisper say, 
" T will wipe Thy tears away!" 

When, athirst, we seek in vain 

Founts of strength on life's parch'd plain, 

Fall Thy words upon our ear, 



" I have living waters near. 



« 
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When upon our onward way 
False bewild'ring meteors p^ay, 
Then Thy promise floateth by, 
" I will guide thee with mine eye." 

When our spirits sink and quail, 
Glancing o'er life's arid vale, 
Thou dost cheer the desert length, 
" I will be thy song and strength." 

When, forsaken in distress, 
None will soothe our loneliness, 
Then Thou bidd'st us cease to grieve, 
" I will never, never leave." 



When, Earth's alien army near, 
Weak, unarm'd. we faint with fear, 
Read we then, in light unfurl'd, 
" I have overcome the world ! " 

When in dark and evil hour 
Satan vaunts his fiercest pow'r, 
By Thy word our fears are hush'd, 
" I the serpent's head have crush'd !" 

Q 
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When oar heart's deep sin is rife, 
Thou dust aid as in the strife, 
Chasing thus oar dark despair — 
" Thou mine image jet shall bear.'* 

When in grief, and want, and woe, 
Whelming floods our souls o'erflow, 
Then Thy form of light draws nigh — 
" Doubt not, fear not, it is I." 

When each light from earth is gone, 
And in darkness life mores on, 
Comes the promise joyously, 
" Light is sown in heaven for thee." 

When heaven's calm far-distant height, 
Seems to mock our straining sight, 
Thou dost urge our footsteps there — 
" I thy mansion will prepare." 

Oh ! for every care and woe 
Comfort doth Thy word bestow, 
All the swellings of the soul 
Can thy still small voice control. 
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Saviour ! to Thy love we fly, 
On that love our souls rely ; 
Friend unfailing ! Friend divine ! 
Oh what constancy is Thine ! 

Never more on broken reed 
Lean we in our hour of need ; 
Thou art near, on Thee we rest, 
And our very woes are blest ! 



Jl Utto gtar's ^jrit. 



" These all confessed that they were strangers and pilgrims on the 
earth." — Hebrews xi. 13. 



Wanderers beneath a changeful sky, 
To a changeless home and true, 

As stranger-bands we pass along 
To a world beyond our view. 

Here no abiding rest is ours, 

No calm unvarying day, 
No tree beneath whose constant shade 

Our storm-beat tent may stay. 

For the step of death is ever nigh 
With noiseless, ceaseless fall, 

His shadow mocks our sunshine's glow 
On cot and palace wall. 
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And time and blight with changing hues 

Have colour'd all below; 
By passing lights and faded flowers 

Our strangerhood we know. 

But stronger signs of a wanderer s part 

The full heart bears within,— 
The spirit's might and tenderness 

Striving with doubt and sin. 

Were the hand of Death for ever still, 

Did Time with folded wing 
Linger beside our path, and mark 

But one eternal spring, 

Still bear we in our inner life 

Proofs that our home is far; 
We read it in our wavering hope, 

Our love and power at war; 

We read it in our eager quest 

For something yet to come ; 
We read it in those burning thoughts 

Of what we might become ; 
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We feel a mighty spirit strive 

With alien things around, 
We deem that foil unfetter'd power 

Must yet, must yet, be found. 

Then welcome to the Christian's heart, 

Light, that to age and youth, 

Has told those struggling hopes were life, 

Those dim forebodings, truth. 

E. K D. 

Written at Stoke Bridge Vicarage, 18S9. 



|0rjjtt-mM«rt fxm t\t iarton ut dustman*. 

SUGGESTED BT THE SIGHT OF A FORGET-ME-NOT IN A COLLECTION OF 
DRtED FLOWERS BROUGHT BY A TRAVELLER FROM THE HOLY LAND. 



Deeply and mournfully, 

thou fair flow'r, 
Speak to our memory, 

Brink back the hour 
When the cold dews of night 

Fell on that brow, 
Where Heaven's quenchless light 

Triumpheth now; 

• 

When the AU-Merciful, 

Faint and alone, 
Bore for the sorrowful 

Sorrow unknown; 
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When on the Holy One 

Evil's force fell, 
Human aid finding none 

Evil to quell. 

Wondrous the history 

Thou dost recall, 
Glorious the mystery, — 

God over all 
Bow'd to our wretchedness 

Bore our despair, 
That in His blessedness 

We might have share. 

Shall not Thy dying love, 

Saviour Divine, 
Lift us earth's power above, 

Seal our hearts Thine? 
Bright scenes from memory 

May disappear, 
Still shall each trace of Thee 

Ever be dear. 
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If in this twilight life 

Often we turn 
Back to the spirit-strife 

Which Thou hast borne, 
How will Eternity 

Brightly reveal 
All Thy Divinity 

Wrought for our weal ! 

Then in the majesty 

Manhood shall take, 
Great in Thy dignity, 

Blest for Thy sake, 
How will we worship Thee 

Deeplier yet, 
And dark Gethsemane 

Never forget. 



frap of t\t Pssiffnarj's Witt 



" Thou, whose voice divine 
Did breathe upon my spirit mightily, 

And nerved it to resign 
Soft dreams of bliss, and wander forth for Thee, 

Across the stormy wave, 
To whisper of Thy love 'mid tribes that dwell 

In shadow of the grave, 
With none of brighter worlds on high to tell ; 

Thou who hast still been nigh 
In dreariest moments; Thou who oft hast shed, 

Through my weak words, supply 
Of timely strength upon Thy servant's head, — 

Saviour, aid me now ! 
For faintness bows my soul, and weariness 

Sits on my aching brow, 
Oh be Thou with me now, to raise, to bless. 
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Bright phantoms of the Past 
Come o'er me in the visions of the night, 

And cherish'd forms rise fast 
With looks of thrilling love upon my sight. 

My childhood's joyous home 
Is beautiful in dreams 'mid sun and shade, 

And gentle memories roam 
Amid my spirit's chambers — give me aid ! 

Thou who didst leave for me 
Thy Home eternal, o'er earth's wilds to stray, 

Oh let me lean on Thee, 
And find support along my weary way. 

Sustain my fainting soul ! 
Only be nigh — Thy look of love hath pow'r 

The tempest to control 
Which whelms my spirit in her darkest hour. 

Thy voice can nerve again 
The weary pilgrim. Thou canst bid me rise 

From toil and grief and pain, 
Strong through the strength Thy quick'ning word 
supplies. 
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' Lo, I AM WITH YOU STILL, 

With you till worlds shall end.' — My God, I rest 

Upon that word! No ill 
Shall drive to dark despair whom Thou hast blest. 

Made out of weakness strong, 
Still shall mine eye speak courage — still shall gleam, 

Earth's dreary path along, 
Ev'n from my tearful eye Thy love's reflected beam." 



%\t filgrim's Stfng. 



" A man shall be as a hiding-place from the wind, and a covert from 
the tempest." — Isaiah xxxii. 2. 



I have a refuge firm and sure 
Against the tempest's power, 

A shelter which shall still endure 
Though wildest storms should lower. 

The brightness from my sky may fade, 

The beauty from my way, 
All quench'd beneath the fearful shade 

That holds its deepening sway ; 

But ne'er can foil the golden light 

That shines unfailing there, 
Guiding my steps through darkest night 

And chasing all my care. 
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Calmly amid the tempest's strife 
From that dear home it glows, 

And when the fiercest storms are rife 
The richest glory throws. 

Wilt thou not share my blest retreat, 
Thou on whose shrinking head 

The ruthless storms of grief may beat 
When summer hours are fled? 

Wilt thou not fix thy steadfast eye 

Upon the guiding beam, 
Which shall but brighten when the sky 

Hath lost each sunny gleam? 

I may not seek this home alone, 
Nor win thy footsteps there ; 

I may not call this light mine own, 
Nor whisper you to share. 

Oh that my whisper might be heard 
Earth's clamorous cares above ! — 

My light is God's unchanging word, 
My home is Jesu's love. 



%natm$lttnm. 



If thou hast watch'd awhile 
The Painter's hand upon the canvas move, 

Striving to wake the smile 
That beams in beauty from the eye of love, 

Thou know'st how many a slight 
But still-repeated touch his skill must give, 

Ere in resemblance bright 
Thy friend's own glance may on the canvas live. 

And oft perchance 'twould seem 
As though the bold attempt must sure be vain, — 

The gentle spirit-beam, 
Which lights that eye, the picture ne'er may gain !• 

Yet slowly, one by one, 
The perfect features stand before thy view, 

And when the work is done 
With wondering joy thou ow'nst the portrait true. 
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Thus on the Christian heart 
Faint and unnnish'd is God's likeness seen, 

Presenting but in part 
The features of his Father's glorious mien ; 

And oft in careless mood 
Turn we from that imperfect sketch our eye, 

In lineaments thus rude 
God's glorious image failing to descry ; 

Yet the bright hour is near 
When we upon the Spirit's work divine 

Shall gaze, and own that here 
Our Father's features in soft colours shine. 

Wait then that Sabbath morn, 
The finish'd New Creation's day of rest, 

Nor dare the Christian scorn 
Who bears, though faint, some image of the Blest. 



Wmttt Igtornhtg. 



Heavily the dawning day 
Broke upon us dull and grey, 
And no ray of lustre smiled 
To relieve the wintry wild. 

Weary weeks of falling rain 
Had with moisture clothed the plain, 
And the dewdrops mingling there 
Might no gemming glory wear. 

But the hours moved slowly on; 
And ere half the morn was gone 
Thinner did the veil-cloud grow, 
Softer all the fields below. 

Then a radiance fill'd the air, 
Faintly, feebly bright, but fair; 
Harbinger of rays conceal'd, 
Of a splendour unreveaTd. 

R 
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• — UnreveaTd as yet — but see ! 
Slowly o'er the distant lea 
Is a beam of beauty breaking; 
Look on high — the heavens are waking I 

Into clouds of silvery hue 
Forms the vapour. Ha! the Blue 
Seen through many an opening, seems 
Lovely as a land of dreams. 

And the sun is mounting still, — 
By his energy of will, 
One might deem, the clouds dispelling, 
Winning for himself a dwelling; 

For no breeze his effort aids, 
Every mass his path that shades 
Steadily he rises o'er, 
Ever brighter than before. 

Upward ! upward ! — thinner growing 
Cloud-streaks with his rays are glowing; 
Now the clear blue space is won, — 
Thou hast conquer'd, radiant sun I 
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And thy beams are pouring wide 
Loveliness on every side, 
Calling forth a blissful smile 
From a world in tears erewhile. 

For the moisture-laden vale 
Yields a haze so pure and pale, 
That the summer's hour of splendour 
Knows no beauty half so tender. 

Christian ! is thy spirit's morn 
Of its rightful glory shorn? 
Is the light so dull and grey 
Thou canst scarcely call it day? 

Does thine earthward prospect bear 
Burden drear of long-felt care? 
And the griefs that newly rise, 
Wear their drops no pearly dyes? 

Courage yet ! — the gloom above, 
Reigns undimm'd the Orb of Love, 
And His beams shall reach thee soon 
In refulgence of the noon. 
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He will conquer every cloud ; 
And thine earth-views, sorrow-bow'd, 
With a softer light shall shine 
Than if tears had ne'er been thine. 

Thou shalt own that radiance pure, 
Twice His gift, who did endure 
Agony no thought can tell 
When the Noontide Darkness fell. 



llitiion. 



" As a two-faced picture, whatever of suffering or trouble while beheld 
on one side, as painful to the flesh, hath an unpleasant aspect, yet go 
about it a little and look upon it as thy Father's will, and then it is 
smiling, beautiful, and lovely." — Abp. Leighton. 



In a dark hour of gloom and dre&d 
Affliction's form drew nigh, 

And every thought of gladness fled 
Before her wrathful eye. 

Her brow a frown of anger bore, 
Her frame with fury shook; 

The hateful guise her features wore 
My spirit might not brook. 

Such weight of dark malicious rage 

Upon her visage lay, 
That quickly from the ungentle sight 

I turn'd my gaze away. 
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Yet once again I look'd, — and now 

Her form was heavenly fair, 
I met the radiance of her eye — 

Love's softest light was there; 

Such glory from her brow that beam'd 
No mortal form might know, 

But a smile of human tenderness 
Hallow'd her beauty's glow : 

She won me with that gentle smile, 

She fix'd my charmdd sight, 
And on the face I shunn'd erewhile 

I gazed with rapt delight. 

What magic power could make so fair 

That late appalling one 1 
— The thought of Him who bade her forth, 

The prayer " Thy will be done." 



fcjt Spptfc! of I»w. 
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' We have not an High Priest which cannot be touched with the feeling 
of our infirmities ; hut was in all points tempted like as we are, yet with- 
out sin."— Hebrews iv. 15. 



Jesus, Saviour ! Thou dost know 
All the depth of human woe ; 
Thou hast shed the' bitter tear, 
Thou hast felt the with'ring fear. 

Not a throb but Thou canst feel ; 
Not a pain but Thou canst heal ; 
Not a pulse of mortal grief, 
But Thou know'st to bring relief. 

Thou canst soothe the agony 
Which no eye but Thine may see ; 
Thou canst quell the pangs that tear 
Ev'n the bosom of Despair. 



248 THE SYMPATHY OF JESU& 

Thou canst calm the aching head, 
Mourning o'er bright moments fled, 
With a resting-place divine 
On that pitying breast of Thine. 

Thou canst shed a ray of love, 
Full of comfort from above, 
On the soul where human might 
Fails to kindle warmth or light. 

Gently from the bleeding heart 
Thou canst draw the poison'd dart, 

And the wound's deep anguish calm, 
Pouring in Thy heavenly balm. 

Saviour ! well Thou know'st to trace 
Every line on Sorrow's face, 
For when Thou wast dwelling here 
Her dark form was ever near. 

And our griefs when laid on Thee 
Press' d Thy spirit heavily, 
So thou well dost know how great 
Is the burden of their weight. 
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And the iron of our sin 
To Thy heart hath enter'd in ; 
All its festering anguish keen, 
Holy Saviour, Thine hath been ! 

Not in vain Thou cam'st to dwell 
From heaven far, and near to hell ; 
Not in vain were cast away 
Crown and sceptre, for our clay; 

Thou our Brother art, and we 
With our sorrows come to Thee ; 
Thou wilt not, for us who died, 
From our misery turn aside. 

Jesus, save ! the floods are nigh ! 
To Thine open arms we fly; 
Sure the waters will not dare 
Overwhelm our spirits there ! 

No ! the raging waves subside, — 
Thou hast check'd the rising tide ; 
All our woes obey Thy will, 
While Thou whisperest, "Peace, be still!" 



geffst 



htolbj 
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Passing through this chequer'd life, 
Where distress and care are rife ; 
Threading paths I cannot see, 
I commit myself to Thee. 

Be my 'wilder'd spirit's guide ! 
Shadows hang on every side, 
Spectral visions of despair 
Strangely through the darkness glare. 

Thought nor dares the mists to brave 
Hung o'er Sorrow's Dead-sea wave ; 
Nor to seek a purer sky, 
Lest in thinnest air she die. 
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Saviour ! unto Thee alone 
Are the spirit's perils known, 
Thou canst guard the pilgrim still, 
Safe from even fear of ill 



ii. 

IN DEATH. 

Ha ! the dream of life is o'er, 
Phantom-objects flit no more, 
Now to lead, and now betray, 
Through the twilight of my way. 

For I wake — 'tis earth's last verge ! 
Footing fails ! My flight I urge 
Through the fathomless profound, — 
Whither, whither am I bound % 

Guide me, stay me, lift me, Thou 
Who art near my spirit now, 
In this pause of being, where 
Kindred creature has no share. 
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Thou the breathless gulf didst try ! 
Saviour, not alone I die — 
Death's dark horror is destroy'd, 
For Thy presence fills the void. 



in. 

IN ETERNITY. 

Now the wild abyss is past, 
To the shore of light at last, 
By Thy love through darkness led, 
Hath the happy wanderer sped. 

Endless morning round me beams, 
Life in all this glory streams, 
And immortal energies 
In my new-born being rise. 

On for ever !— fields of light 
Stretch before my strengthen d sight, 
Boundless, pathless, and untried ; 
Saviour, be Thou still my Guide ! * 
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Lead the spirit Thou hast bought 
Where Thy will may best be wrought : 
Of Eternal Life possest, 
In Thy guidance is my rest. 



ittotn I i#. 



" He knoweth the way that I take." — Job xxni. 10. 



The wintry winds are round our way, 
The light of Heaven is dim ; 

Yet One there is who bids us stay 
Our fainting hearts on Him. 

He knows our path — the mists that lie 

Before our feeble view, 
Are sunlit glories to His eye 

Who " looks existence through." * 

The floods that rise our steps to whelm 

Are, in His clearer sight, 
A shining pathway to the realm 

Of everlasting light. 

* Montgomery. 
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He sees upon the lurid storm, 

Wakening our fear alone, 
The likeness of the rainbow form 

That circles round His throne. 

Well may we trust Thee, Friend Divine, 

Through paths we cannot see, 
Since Faith of ours is Sight of Thine, 

And Darkness Light to Thee ! 



S||t gtpartti. 



« 



Ye are come onto Mount Sion and to the spirits of just 

men made perfect, and to Jesus the mediator of the new covenant" — 
Hebrews xii. 



One word,— one kind and gentle word, 

Bearing the melody 
Of that loved voice no longer heard 

Where joy was wont to be. 

One smile, — we ask one sunny smile, 

To cheer our darken'd day, 
From the bright eye wliose glance ere while 

Hallow'd and bless'd our way. 

We pine for one dear look of love, 

One vision of the dead, 
One answering sign from homes above 

On sorrowing spirits shed. 
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In vain — each weary hour moves on, 

Nor brings the long'd-for tone, 
The voice, the form beloved is gone, — 

Our pilgrim-path is lone. 

Sever'd — how far — how strangely far 

Our shatter'd being lies ! 
The blest — their life no change can mar, 

"'Tis the bereaved one. dies." 

The day declines. In twilight's calm, 

Anguish'd and faint, we bow 
Before His throne whose love hath balm 

To soothe the aching brow : 

And lo ! the loved, the lost are here, 

The spirits of the just, 
We draw with all the first-born near, 

We, mourners o'er their dust 

We meet in Him. The fleshly veil 

Rends from our inner life ; % 

The anthems of the blest prevail 

To quell the tempest's strife. v * 

s 
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We tread with them the glassy sea> 
With them the song we raise, 

The Conqueror's song of victory, 
The Christian's song of praise. 

We weep no more. — No more alone 
Our earthly path we tread, — 

While one with those around the throne 
We have not lost our Dead. 



$0ttS. 



Note 1. — Page 28, stanza xxxi., line 1. 

" Fes, Nature is the minister of Hope! 1 

When this stanza was composed the writer had not seen the beautiful 
Sonnet of Hartley Coleridge's, beginning — 

" All Nature ministers to hope." 

As the turn given to the thought is different, it has not been considered 
necessary to suppress the stanza on account of the similarity of expression 
in the opening line. 



Note 2. — Page 47, stanza xxi., lines 5, 6. 

That centuries of glory, lengthening 
In boundless vista. 

If in prophetical language a day is put for a year, the 1,000 years of 
Revelation xx. will be 365,000 years. The vast periods of Geology har- 
monize with this expectation. 



Note 3.— Page 108, lines 15, 16. 

Irfn the fierce eagles quail 
While the strife grows. 

The introduction of the eagle into Borrowdale scenery, though no 
longer strictly correct, may perhaps be pardoned, since the recesses of that 
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Note 7. — Page 204?, verse 1. 

I may not know where thou art gone, 

Which is thy dwelling-star ; 

Each orb its wonted light pours on, 

And each looks cold and far. 

The writer trusts that the opening verse of this little Poem will not be 
regarded as involving more than an allusion to the possibility of one of the 
visible stars forming the abode of happy spirits who have left this earth. 
A more beautiful hypothesis may be that which regards the Centre of the 
Universe as the place where Ood especially manifests His glory, and 
where He receives the worship of the blessed. The only certainty at 
which we can arrive on the subject must of course be such as Holy Writ 
gives. What that certainly is, the last stanza of the Poem indicates. 



THE END. 
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•Translated from 1 
giving the original, sa 
murmured before he 
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" My heart mid my fle*h erieth out for the Iking 0o#" 

Seek me, Blessed Jesus ! seek 

Thy lost, bewildered child ! 
'Mid tangled thickets, faint and weak, 

She struggles through the wild. 
No safety if Thou dost not guide, 

No rest, unstayed by Thee, — 
Haste to the lonely wanderer's side, 

And all her fear shall flee. 

Come to me, Blessed Jesus ! come, 

My feeble hands I spread, 
And through the twilight as I roam 

List for Thy gentle tread. 
No other to my spirit's call 

Can answer, Lord, as Thou ; 
Come, ere the deeper shadows fall, 

Come to Thy wanderer now ! 

Speak to me, Blessed Jesus ! speak, 

I thirst to hear Thy voice, 
Might but Thy tones this silence break, 

How would my heart rejoice ! 
I pray Thee for one word divine 

To meet my depth of need, 
Some counsel or command of Thine, 

To strengthen or to lead. 

Take me, Blessed Jesus ! take, 

For I am Thine alone, 
The bonds of evil Thou didst break 

To make me all Thine own ; 
Now, Lord, my dearest prayer fulfil, — 

Within Thine arms to lie, 
No wish but answereth to Thy will, 

No glance, but to Thine eye. 

Thou contest! if J son Thee not 

'Tis but my feeble Bight; 
Thou comest to the loneliest spot 

When darkest grows the night. 
Thou wilt not fail nie, Lord, 1 know, 

For ah, my call on Thee 
/s but the echo iavi\V v\\u\ \vv\\ , 

Of Thine own eaVV to mvi. * • **»* - 

Author of » llnmzhis «nul SfecKHcs ^ \« 
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